

Young people often follow me around, because I drop pennies on the 
pavement as I walk, out of sorrow and distraction.

&

People hated me for what I was.  Now, I don't care, and the fact that I 
don't care, perhaps, is why they hate me all the more.

&

I have been, I think 7 or 8 times through the variations.  I have a 
firmer sense of how many times I must go through them, but now I wonder 
if it will even be possible.  Will I live long enough?  Will I have 
enough energy?  I don't know.  Nobody knows, nobody tells me these 
things.  

Poverty has not caught up to me just yet.  Life hasn't collapsed.  But 
I wonder, "now what?"  That seems to be the eternal question.  But why 
don't I ask this question more often?  All I have to do is get in touch 
with reality, see it for what it is, and then say, "Okay, now what?".  
I know that I've leveraged myself to a great degree already.  Each of 
my advances in wisdom allows me to push on further.  But if I could 
just see things as they are, even given the limitations of my field of 
view, and say "Now what?"... well...  We'll see if I remember any of 
this tomorrow.

&

And I don't like to make a fuss, so I think I'll just say good-bye 
for now.  Have a nice day, or evening, or whatever is up next whenever 
you read this.

&

Were you there when they crucified my lord?  He had been caught cattle 
rustling by the American government, who wanted to make an example of 
him.  He left all his cattle to me, his servant.  I am wealthy beyond 
all expectations, although I was close to him, and I had managed most 
of his affairs for some time.  But I didn't know the names of all the 
cattle.  I could never keep them all straight in my head, and he never 
wrote their names down.  So what was I going to do?  I had to kill the 
cattle, to convert their value into something that I could invest in a 
corporation, to create true value and material progress.  I was sad to 
see all the cattle get turned into meat, but what could I do?  I 
couldn't remember their names.

&

The waiter comes by our table with the check.  We've been catching up, 
and you have been wondering if this has been a date.  What will I do?  
Will I pick it up, and say "It was lovely talking, Deanna.  Maybe we 
can do this again?"  Or will I say "Hey, so, you had the calamari and I 
had the pesto, so... I guess we'll put it on two cards?"?

What actually happens is that I sheepishly and embarrassedly say "Uh, 
sorry, gotta go" and slink out, because I'm /broke/.  The mystery 
remains...

&

Water was running down the side of a mountain for a long time and then 
the side of the mountain developed a gorge.  But overall the mountain 
is fine, I guess, because of uplift.

&

We were travelling through one of the emptier counties, and we stopped 
for lunch at the town park.  We had sandwiches.

Over to one side, we could hear an amazing sound.  We walked over and 
saw kids on this cool object, pedalling.  There were wheels and chains 
and cogs, and they turned things that hit things, and it ended up 
sounding like a drum machine.  We watched, awestruck, and then, without 
paying us any acknowledgement, they adjusted some of the mechanisms and 
started again, producing a new rhythm.  Then they seemed to be done 
with that, and walked away, and we got on the seats and started 
pedalling, and as soon as the sound started again, they came running 
over and said "Strangers aren't allowed!" and we said "Says who?" and 
they said "Says us." and threw so many little rocks at us that we 
figured it wasn't worth it, and we went back to the car and drove to 
the gas station, fueled up, and drove on our way.

&

A grazing animal at the petting zoo looked up at me.  What was she 
thinking?  What was I thinking, for that matter?

&

I pulled my socks on my feet, slowly but surely, in the way in which we 
all do now.  We have all come to the conclusion that there is too much 
elastic in the world, that socks should not have elastic, that there 
has to be another way.  After all, people lived for many years without 
elastic.  And they were happy people.

&

I had a pet pig when I was a kid.  Uh, are you with me?  I'm telling 
you about my pet pig.

&

If someone had all the answers, they could answer the question, "How do 
you know everything?"  But would they have an answer that could prove 
that they knew everything to my satisfaction?  Or is that beyond even 
what the set of all answers can do?

&

A bizarre turn of events led to me being placed at the front of a crowd 
of chanting people.  They weren't mad at me.  In fact, they loved me 
beyond measure.  But I was concerned that their love for me was an 
inner reverberation that was setting itself up apart from their true 
hearts, and that reverberation could mindlessly transform into a rage 
to kill others, or a rage to kill me.  Why was I here?  How could I get 
out of this position?  But then, maybe I was placed here for this 
reason, to lead a mob as best I could.  Maybe there were a bunch of 
more effective, and far more destructive, people who could take my 
place, and I was better off blundering and getting cut up in pieces and 
barbecued by fickleness than to let one of those people get one more 
instant of power.  But I find my body shutting down in this position, 
my mind going blank.

&

I guarantee that nothing bad will happen to you.  In fact, I don't even 
need to tell you that I guarantee that nothing bad will happen to you.  
That's true it is that nothing bad will happen to you.  You're not even 
wondering if anything bad is going to happen to you.

&

One time I rode my bike to work.  It was alright, except that I almost 
died.  Then I rode my bike back and got in an accident.  And I remember 
how concerned you got, and so I decided it would be better if I just 
drove all the time.  I'm thinking of that while I'm at work.  How 
crazy that someone wants me to live.

&

I pulled a weed up.  I don't think the weed minded.  I like to imagine 
that the things I do are all fine.

&

Maybe if I work on being consistent, I can become stronger.  Or maybe 
if I'm stronger, I can be consistent.

Maybe I'm strong enough to become a little strong, and consistent 
enough to become a little consistent.  But if I think about how nice 
things will be if I'm strong, how that's exactly what I would want in 
order to become consistent, then I don't feel strong enough to begin.  
I don't like "psychoanalyzing" myself anymore, because I find that it 
keeps me from doing what I really need to do.  But then sometimes if 
you don't understand what's going on, you're stuck.  There's a 
certain nuance here.  Ugh, I feel tension in my gut.

&

If anyone were to look inside my mind right now, they would see I think 
a bunch of Lincoln logs stacked up, or Tinker Toys.  I think axons and 
neurons can profitably be modeled by Tinker Toys, especially in my 
brain right now.

&

I had a slice of pie for Thanksgiving.  It was pumpkin pie.  It was 
delicious.  I had whipped cream on it.  The whipped cream was so rich, 
and the sugar of the pie and the nutmeg, cinnamon, and cloves, and the 
pumpkin flavor and the graham cracker crust... Oh, it was the best 
experience I had during the block of 15 minutes during which I consumed 
it.

&

Where did all these people come from?  They must have come from far 
away, and they're all in a crowd, walking through this street fair, 
looking at food and not buying it and then buying it, looking at 
jewelry that is not for them and then finding the jewelry that is for 
them, buying it, walking on, listening to music, and occasionally 
walking into one of the open businesses, looking around, and then 
walking out.

&

And now it's peaceful, out by the lake, and you and I sit looking at 
the ducks and geese go by.  They have their own business, and it turns 
out we have our own business, but neither of us can really get it out, 
because we have issues communicating.

&

A young person was asking me what my personal life philosophy was and I 
said "Personally I'm a big fan of modal realism" and got all excited.

&

I wish I could live up to my image.  But then, my image turns out to be 
a bad idea.  Okay, then, instead, I want to live up to my deepest 
heart's desires, which is just as difficult.

&

A serious person set about their work.  A flippant person did nothing 
and then copied off them while hanging out with them.  A cold-hearted 
person denied help to anyone, and a warm-hearted person gave it to a 
few, and denied it to the rest.

&

I could complain about the way things are, but the way things are can't 
be that bad, otherwise we would have changed them.

&

A blanket and a comforter were having an argument over which was better 
than the other, but then they realized it was stupid and just sat there.

&

I see that I have gone through the variations yet again.  I think this 
is the 14th or 15th time, or maybe the 16th.  I don't know how many 
more times I will do this.  Sometimes I feel like I'm spinning my 
wheels, but maybe now I'm getting a little ways out of the sand.  It 
will be alright.  We'll make it out.  But I do wonder if I'm doing the 
right thing.  Is this my desert, or should I be in a different one?  
It's all deserts, as far as the eye can see.  

It's nice out here, and the heat isn't too bad.  It's getting darker. 
 I sit next to my car.  My car.  My very own car.  I try to understand 
how it goes without gas.  Oh yes.  Solar panels on the roof of it.  
Good thing I'm not dependent on fossil fuels anymore.  I put a lot of 
effort into figuring out how to do without fossil fuels, and just when 
I figured this out, it was just in time for the endless desert of my 
life.  Flourishing is only good for one thing, survival.

&

I wasted a lot of time trying to go in for the kill.  But if you kill 
people all the time, they don't stick around to hear what you have to 
say.  I knew this, and then I didn't, and now I remember it again.

&

In the middle of the forest, there's a sacred grove where people used 
to dance in circles until they got tired and then they sat down and 
prayed to God for rain.

&

Have you ever been head over heels in love?  It's called walking around 
like normal... right?  In that case, yes.

&

If an idea is looked at twice, it grows on you.  Maybe we should look 
at every idea twice.

&

Can anyone tell me what time it is?  No, I didn't think so.  Neither 
will I tell you what station you're tuned into.

&

I have life, but my life doesn't come from this world that I can see.  
So I suppose that there's another world, from which my life comes from. 
 It's as though there's a rule: lifes come from worlds.

&

I took my kite down to the park by the bay where the wind was and I 
flew it up and down, and it pulled me along like a dog in the sky 
sniffing something good downwind.

&

My friend Gary and I were working on our bikes.  He was welding 
something cool on the handlebar, and I was fixing a flat tire.  Gary 
was the cool kid in our friendship.  Gary was always giving me advice 
on how to fix my bike up, with cool new things.  And I just kind of 
took the advice, and rolled with it.

&

If I ruled out all the causes of death for myself, could I keep living? 
 Nothing happens without a cause.

&

I can hear the motors in her eyes as she looks away from me.  I knew 
it!  She's an android!  Everyone's an android from a distance.

&

Okay, today is Wednesday, and you know what that means.  There's a 
green tag special at the thrift store.  Will I go there and get a good 
deal?  No, I'm too busy.

&

I'm close to the edge, but in a good way.  The edge of the swimming 
pool that leads to the swimming lane that connects the two or three 
halves of the city.

&

I caught something the other day.  I think it might have been the flu.  
I get contagious diseases a lot.  I think it probably has to do with 
how I don't wash my hands, and I go into the hospital wards 
indiscriminately.  As I think about this, wouldn't this mean that I am 
a great carrier of disease?  I try to love everyone, but maybe that 
means that my effect is to infect everyone.

&

If the world was as bleak as everyone says it is, we wouldn't realize 
it was bleak.  It would be normal to us.  No, the real scandal of the 
world is that we have enough resources to be miserable with our 
limitations.

&

Please consider this a gift, and not some form of /quid pro quo/.  It 
would mean the world to me.

&

I can hear the churchbells a block away from my workplace ringing out 
4PM.  Just a few more weary minutes and then I'll walk out the door and 
live my real life.

&

I got a prescription for my pneumonia the other day.  It was bacterial 
pneumonia, so they gave me antibiotics.  I'm okay with this turn of 
events.  I'll probably live.

&

I find myself, usually, being inoffensive and attractive, and so I am 
found.

&

I was playing "Red Light, Green Light" with my daughter and her five 
other 6-year-olds.  We were having a blast.  Then my wife came in and 
put some Bob Dylan on the stereo and the kids were confused.

&

If everything knew something about nothing, it would stay away from 
nothing.  But everything knows nothing about nothing, and so nothing is 
omnipresent.

&

Do I have a personality?  You can be honest with me.  Sometimes I feel 
like a robot, but I act like a human.  Or maybe I feel like a human and 
act like a robot?  Or maybe I am a robot.  Maybe I'm an android.  And I 
don't even realize it.

&

"Don't trust your intuition!"  "Trust your intuition!"  How can I 
tell between the two?  Sometimes, it seems that trusting my intuition 
is best.  Other times, it seems that not trusting it gets the best 
results.  How do I know what the best results are?

&

A grasshopper was on my dashboard when I got off work.  "Hi there," I 
said to the grasshopper, who was entirely motionless.  "Well, you're 
supposed to be good luck.  So as a favor to you, I'll take you home.  
Luck loves the luckless."  

But it wasn't true.  I kept the grasshopper in a container and fed it 
scraps of vegetable matter.  I kept looking for my luck to change, but 
it didn't.  Then my roommate told me, "No, luck by its very nature 
loves no one." I talked to the grasshopper some every time I fed it but 
then I figured that trying to pen in a wild animal did no one any 
favors.  So I set it free on a canyonside.  But as I walked away, it 
leapt up in the air and landed on my shoulder.  So I put it back on the 
canyonside and walked back home, and I never saw it again.  But that's 
okay, because there's no way to have good luck on purpose, so taking 
care of it couldn't help me.  

What was the point of that whole episode of my life?  I'm not sure.  I 
want to say that I'm supposed to learn that I'm gullible for thinking 
luck can be connected to anything at all, rather than looking at it in 
its true definition as mindlessness.  But somehow I just don't learn 
that lesson, and it doesn't seem like I'm gullible.  It seems like 
life itself doesn't exist.

&

Can people read my mind?  I can't read their minds.  But they can tell 
if I'm someone to talk to or not.  It's pretty amazing how that works.  
I wonder if when I'm out in public, if I'm out in public at all.

&

Free people fly for $200 each on the airline, to Dallas, TX.  Ah 
Dallas... I have gotten to where I do not remember your streets and 
skyscrapers with longing, and so it is easy for me to sit where I am, 
where I actually am, and count and lose count of the threads in the 
curtain that protects my eyes from the brightness of the sun.

&

Sometimes I get some freedom, and it's great.  I love freedom.  I would 
sell my soul for freedom.

&

"Too much work, too much play, nothing left, end of day, go to sleep, 
little child, let the stars up above be wild for you, girl, let them 
cry for you girl, let them sing above you all night and tour half the 
world, when you wake, I'll escape, and you'll twirl in the world.  
Good night..."  This is what I say to my daughter every night as she 
goes to sleep.

&

I got a proposition on the ballot the other day.  It's an 
orthodontistry bill.

&

I basically don't have a chance in the Olympics.  I'm too old to ever 
succeed at the Olympics.  I'm 7 years old.  I've peaked.  Other 7 
year olds would have a chance, I guess, but a little ice has formed in 
my soul, which keeps me from really exercising to my fullest.  I don't 
realize this yet.  I'm not able to write this right now.

&

I can negotiate a better deal tomorrow.  Let's negotiate tomorrow.  No? 
 You want to negotiate tonight?  How strange, I wonder why.  You come 
into my life with such sufficient demands.  I really can't see anything 
more than the world you depict.  I'm glad this isn't the way I make 
decisions, anyway.  My decision was written down on a piece of paper by 
someone else a long time ago, and I'll open it up at some strange 
moment, and then the decision I make tonight, or tomorrow, will 
suddenly be revealed as me floundering around with my free time.

&

Maybe I'm just in a mood, but I didn't used to ever have these moods, 
and now I do, more and more.  I feel them when I'm happy and when I'm 
not happy.  I keep realizing things, I keep going on ahead.  I am wiser 
and wiser and wiser.  But isn't it foolish to be wise, if it turns out 
that life isn't worth living if you're full of wisdom?  It's 
beautiful to say that wisdom is worth the oldest age, lived out for 
years after years, followed by a terrifying death.  But it seems 
entirely irrational.  The truth destroys a lot of good things.

&

I tried to lease my house to someone else to live in, while I roamed 
the city without ever sleeping, having no-sleeping contests with all 
comers, on-drugs or not, and always winning.

&

If 54 people surrounded me at the park chanting, I would think "That's 
weird.  Huh."  And if they surrounded you, you would be instantly 
afraid.  And you and I might die that day.  But what they really want, 
and don't realize it, is for someone to think "Hey, nice.  I've always 
deserved to be chanted about."  And then they'd follow that guy or gal 
around and do what he or she bade.  Could we ever be like that gal or 
guy? 

&

We were in Las Vegas, wishing we could have gotten drunk and gotten 
married there.  But we were already married to each other.  Then we 
joked about getting drunk and getting matching tattoos, but then we 
realized we could do that back home.  And then we grew silent and each 
felt sad, that we weren't living the life that we wished we were, but 
we lacked the flesh-desire to make any kind of change.

&

We're all trying to be fancy at this dance, but we forgot to wear our 
fancy pants, so we're just wearing whatever, jeans and slacks mostly.  
I'm wearing khaki slacks.

&

I don't want to pause too long while I await my cross, but perhaps my 
cross is not so inevitable after all.  Maybe the inevitable goes away, 
after all.  Maybe my mission is not to die on this cross.  Maybe my 
mission is to do the exact same thing, externally, and just not feel so 
bad about it.

&

Whenever the truth gets told, it either kills someone, or frees 
someone, or both.  

Or neither.

&

Do I tell the truth about myself?  I try to, but sometimes the best way 
for me to tell the truth about myself is to keep quiet about certain 
things that would give people the wrong impression. 

&

What has happened?  Has change happened?  Has time happened?  My 
bearings are off.  A terrible thunder begins and I'm caught in a web of 
distractions.  I'm okay with all of these distractions, but the thunder 
is terrible.  How can I stay alive?  I did not think the storm would 
break so soon.

Some storms break me and then there is a storm within.  Other times, 
the storm was always from within.  If the storm is not from within, 
then I'm okay.  It has to be /my/ disruption to be my disruption.  A 
terrible scream runs across the sky.  People walk by, simply okay.  
It's a nice day.  It's grey in the sky.  The thunder recedes but may 
return.  Why am I here?  I don't ask that question.  Everything is 
alright.

&

One time I got to hear a calliope play.  Yes, that's right, a tooting 
steam organ.  The organist was playing something by an early 20th 
century American composer.  It was a cheery tune, which reminded me why 
it was I signed up for a 19th century steamboat river cruise package up 
the Mississippi River.

&

I was breathing really hard as I walked up the mountain.  I think the 
altitude was getting to me.  The trees were beautiful, like beautiful 
ladies in dresses, and the sky was pure and blue.  There were granite 
rocks by the path, and patches of snow on the ground.  We got to the 
very top of the mountain and my throat was aching and we could see a 
whole valley below us, and far off another mountain range.  And the 
whole time, all I could think about was work.

&

And yet, perhaps it is that without mornings, I would never see the 
truth.

&

I wrestled with a boar once.  It was absolutely the scariest thing I've 
done in my life.  I got paid to do it, though, and I've got bragging 
rights.  Have you ever wrestled with a boar?

&

Someday a confused person will ask the final straw and like a camel's 
back, I will break.  Then, the people who are connected to me will moan 
like a camel's throat, and twitch like a camel's leg.  Then a 
veterinarian will come and say, "There there, let me fix you." And he 
or she will.  And then I won't have to do this caravan gig ever again, 
bringing spices in from the distant lands to you people who are always 
asking questions and tempting me to dig inside myself to make 
explanations.

&

Can we please stop for a moment and ask ourselves, "Would all this go 
away if we just practiced better self-care?"  The answer is yes.  But I 
want all of us to ask the question and think about it, and then come to 
the same conclusion I did, because it's obvious and right.

&

I love sitting on the barber's chair and getting my hair cut.  I love 
waiting and hearing the barber talk.  He talks about random things, 
stuff he reads online.  This is way cheaper than having the Internet.

&

Okay, if today is going to be a nothing day, how about I try to make 
the best of that?  Today is nothing, I will get nothing done... well, 
given all that... now what?  I guess I will just enjoy the moment.  I 
will think about how the five fingers on each hand typing up this 
report are five ice cream cones dripping with heart-upliftingness.  The 
keys of the keyboard are mouths that only get to lick the ice cream for 
a split second as each finger taps.  My keyboard is a whole field of 
children who don't understand this game but play with avidity, they 
don't understand why I tap on the keys I tap.  "Q" feels left out and 
wonders why "E" gets to get so many licks of the ice cream cone.  What 
"Q" doesn't understand is that ice cream isn't really that healthy for 
you.  And "E" will wear out before "Q" does.  This is kind of a fun 
exercise, and it makes me think about ice cream.  Maybe I'll go to the 
store and get a pint of ice cream after work.  Wouldn't that be great?  
Here I am earning money at work, and if I want, I can spend money to 
make myself happy at work.  Or, if I'm really savvy and advanced, what 
if I /don't/ buy the ice cream on the way home from work, and I treat 
that ongoing unsatisfied intention-and-desire for ice cream as 
something exactly like work, right now?  What if I start focusing on 
how my footsteps as I get off the bus and walk the 0.83 miles to my 
apartment are the beats on a drum?  And I think about the bass drum 
mallet hitting the bass drum, and that makes me think of the symphony, 
and I think of going to the symphony, but then I realize that I don't 
even like music that much.  And I get into my apartment and have 
nothing to do, but think about how the carpet is like a bunch of sheep, 
I'm walking on sheep, and it gives the sheep a back massage when I walk 
on them and they are happy because they are super-sturdy sheep that get 
really tight back muscles.

&

If we just soldier on over a few more mountain ranges, we'll arrive in 
Nevada, the land of promise.

&

A California condor flew over our apartment complex, swooped down, and 
carried off a little Chihuahua.  We were sure the Chihuahua was a 
goner.  But then six weeks later the Chihuahua came back with a slight 
limp, and was much better behaved.  That Chihuahua had gravitas.

&

The skylight was getting dingy in our sunroom, but then we had the guys 
come in and clean it, and it's like night and day in there.

&

I get a little tired and take a break to sip some water because it's 
the cheapest drink I've got and I'm thirsty and I want to take a 
break because I'm a little tired.

&

I had to get out of town fast, so I left my harmonica at the pawnshop.  
I don't think I'll be able to get it back in time to make sure it 
doesn't get bought by someone.  It was a special harmonica.  It was my 
great-great-great-great-great... uh... not sure how many "great"s 
anymore... grandfather, who fought in the American Civil War for the 
Confederates.  I'm not proud of my racist ancestry, and I'm ambivalent 
about my states' rights ancestry, but my great-great... grandfather was 
a mean harmonica player, and whenever I try to play, I imagine that he 
was as lonely as I am, walking down country roads all night, escaping 
my past, escaping my lease.

&

I picked up a dollar bill off the pavement and I was thinking to myself 
what I would do with it.  It didn't look like anyone had done anything 
weird with it, but you never know.

&

Listless people come together in the park and clap their hands.  They 
are a flash mob.  It used to be that people formed flash mobs dressed 
as zombies, with enthusiasm.  Now, 75 years after the invention of the 
flash mob, they have become rote, zombie-like performances.

&

I don't stay up at night, ever.  The night is a time for ghouls, 
ghosts, and living in your own world.  The day is for walking around, 
and saying hello, and normal stuff like that.  Reality is a daytime 
thing.  Nighttime is for people who are under the influence of fantasy.

&

Some days I drink the day through a straw, and other days in great 
ridiculous gulps.  But today, I sip on my day at intervals, as though 
it fortifies me for the pain that comes out of my timeless self.

&

Here I was in the chamber of the giant snake.  I had the most precious 
treasure and I determined to rejoin my cats on the outside of the 
desert temple.  I knew that the gods of the desert might come after me, 
or at least wake up the snake, but then I reasoned that no one had any 
proof that these gods existed, and I felt something come over me, a 
sort of matter-of-factness, which enabled me to walk past the giant 
snake without fear.  I closed the door and rejoined my cats.  I 
beckoned to them to get on my back, and they did.  I took a flying leap 
across the chasm, but I had forgotten that the most precious treasure 
in my backpack made me a little less of a long jumper.  My cats jumped 
off my back as I missed the other side and I fell at a downward 
acceleration of 9.8 m/s^ and my cats watched and meowed with great 
sadness as I fell to my death.  And democracy died with me.

&

We danced by spinning around the deck of the ship, as though we were 
drunk.  We weren't drunk, but we almost died by falling off the deck of 
the ship.

&

A cold person said to me, "You don't need a jacket."  I figure he knew 
what he was talking about, because he wasn't freezing, but I wondered 
why I was shaking so much, and if it was necessary for my hands to be 
turning stiff and purple.

&

A cold wind blows from east to west across the plains where we settled, 
and we were happy to let them.  It's an ill wind that blows no one any 
good.  And these were good winds, that dried our laundry on the line.

&

A fierce storm came out of the desert and nearly overwhelmed us until 
we realized that reality is a social construction and we died and went 
to heaven.

&

Everyone's dying, no one's the same as me, everyone's alive, but 
I'm still dying.

&

I felt a strange feeling inside.  I think it might be the vibes 
emanated by someone not paying attention.  People like that make my 
reality pretty strange, because I have a loose grip on reality, myself, 
and when they don't connect to reality, they don't always connect the 
dots for me.  And it's also crazy when people are nice and act nice to 
the point that when they want to do something not nice, there's a 
discontinuity in reality.

&

I was in the library, browsing the books.  Our library operates book 
giveaways, the winners of massive raffles get 10 minutes to check out 
all the books they want.  I won a spree and I was browsing the library, 
carefully and slowly, knowing that whatever book I checked out would be 
my fate and doom to read.

&

Has anyone ever told you their name too soon?  They were trying to sell 
you something, right?

&

I got a hose for Christmas.  I was very surprised, because I didn't 
know I had an outdoor faucet until just two days before Christmas, and 
this hose had been ordered weeks in advance from a luxury hose 
manufacturer in Germany.

&

I have gone one more time, the second time, through the variations.  
And how many more will I go through, before I am done?

&

The more power you have, the less you really understand the effect you 
have.

&

I had a veggie burger, a patty that was not trying to pass itself off 
as meat.  Who invented the veggie burger?

&

I visualized world peace the other day, and whirled peas, and went 
bowling the other day, as a control.  I controlled all other variables. 
 The results I found kind of astonished me.  Visualizing whirled peas 
calmed me down a lot more than visualizing world peace.

&

I reported my work to one too many significant figures, and this tipped 
people off that I was scamming them.  A word to the wise in high school 
chemistry class...

&

Okay, well, we can let everything fall to pieces around us.  It's 
Friday night, we're celebrating!

&

I believe in listening to my intuition, because what, of knowledge, at 
root, is anything other than intuition?  But then, I don't always 
listen to my intuition, not when it tells me to do anything 
untrustworthy.

&

Was I supposed to work today?  No, I don't think I was, but I clocked 
in and nobody else seems to be showing up.  So I'll finish my shift, I 
guess.

&

I bought something at the store the other day, because I had to.  I was 
happy with my purchase, like a little kid with a new toy.  But I didn't 
play with the 8 rolls of toilet paper.  My attention shifted to other 
concerns.

&

I grabbed a bite to eat at a fast food place.  It was the lamest 
shoplifting I've ever done.

&

Sixteen people the other day were wondering where the other fourteen 
went.  We were a large group travelling through the nation of Turkey.  
Only one of the fourteen was fluent in Turkish, and she had spent so 
long out of the country, we didn't expect her to be able to find us.  
But then, with the aid of smartphones, all was made well.

&

I work at a hotel, cleaning the rooms.  Every so often I knock on the 
door and say "Cleaning lady!" and the people say "Oh sorry, can you 
come back later?" And sometimes I hear nothing, and open the door with 
my master card, and find drunken or dead bodies laid out on the floor.

&

I don't try to understand things until I do.

&

Can a forensic entomologist please step up and identify this decaying 
body, or if not that, at least tell us how long it's been dead?

&

Some moods I fight, and some I just let happen, and some I don't notice 
because they are the life that is so trusted it is not remarked on.

&

Maybe I should take a pause in the middle of this, to let myself catch 
my breath.  Maybe I should hope that I get over my vision so that I can 
return to the real, public reality world.  Maybe it doesn't matter what 
I say.  Maybe I only talk about things when I want to be over them, and 
maybe I only talk about them when I'm no longer vulnerable to people 
talking me out of them.

&

One time a bull almost gored my cousin while he was a clown at the 
rodeo.  Please, have all the respect in the world for the performing 
arts.

&

Is it up to me to control my life?  Yes.  Who else could it be up to?

&

I don't let myself complain out loud.  It's a principle that I have 
which helps me to ignore reality and get stuff done.

&

Openness is a good trait to have.  What it leads to is being challenged 
and pushed, and going many strange places.  It looks like it's 
something that's going to kill you, but it's not.  Only a few people 
are disabled in the right way so that they automatically know this deep 
secret.

&

So you and I were sitting in the car.  We'd just gotten married, and we 
drove away with people cheering, but then we both felt exhausted and we 
found a dead-end street, a long dead-end street with RVs parked on it.  
And we parked behind an RV and sat in the car and had a conversation.

It was winter-time, so the car didn't get too hot.  We kept our voices 
down and discussed what we were going to do with our lives.  We had 
hoped for a marriage of passionate romance, but instead we were as 
sober as could be.  We saw ahead of us years of sobriety.  Somehow the 
marriage spell only lasted until just after the first kiss.  There have 
been a few things in my life that I only desired until I got them.

&

I got in line at the supermarket and I was kind of frustrated but also 
dead inside, a winning combination.

&

The prince has put on his finest street clothes and is going out to 
make a proclamation.  I look at him out on the street and see that he 
really is a good prince.  He thinks about his people and goes out 
confidently and tells them things for their own good.

&

I got a ticket to a concert across the country.  It was a free ticket.  
I am now trying to decide if I like the band.

&

I worked on a fishing boat one summer.  But I try to blot that out of 
my memory, and usually I succeed.

&

If we had enough space, we could tell everyone what they wanted to hear 
and then run away from them when they wanted more and more.

&

I have gone through the variations one more time, I think this must be 
the 14th or 15th time, but am I really keeping track?  I don't know how 
much longer I will go through them, but I hope not too much longer.  
But how many times?  I had some kind of idea, but I'm not sure I have 
it any longer.  How will I know I've reached the end?  Is the end 
something I can even find livable?  Do I want to win this game?  I 
don't know.  But I know that the way I do things is to do them and then 
to continue in them and to try to do something with them.  So I keep 
going and going.  The only alternative I know to keeping going, is to 
take a break.  Can I ever really take a break?  Eventually I have to 
keep going.  But the guard changes, the mood shifts, everything shifts, 
past and future rotate a few degrees around the present, so that they 
are entirely different.  I contradict everything I live by living.  
Maybe that is part of the secret of eternal life. 
&

I thought I saw a thumb tack in the wall of my cell, but it turned out 
it was an illusion.  I will pray for real people whom I have never met, 
the opposite of that thumbtack.

&

A left-handed person and I once were seated next to each other at a 
party.  We kept bumping into each other.  Diversity has its downsides, 
as wonderful as all of us are.

&

A snake crossed the road in front of me, and then a rat looked both 
ways and ran after it.  "Huh..." I thought.

&

I think I'm missing the train.  I came to this train station for the 
train, and I've been so engrossed in talking to pigeons that I think 
I'm going to miss this train.  Is this a good thing or a bad thing?

&

Am I telling you too much?  Please tell me if I'm telling you too much. 
 I can tell someone else my troubles if I have to.

&

I thought I was at the peak of a glorious mountain, but when I got my 
camera out to take a picture, it turned out I was in my usual faded 
suburb.

&

The baggage of the past is simply a bunch of bad decisions.  Are my 
attempts to get rid of it themselves a new set of bad decisions?

&

Sometimes God acts in my life and I'm appreciative.  A lot of times, I 
live in an epistemic submergence, in which I am unable to know what I 
know.

&

I was looking in my sock drawer and found my old collection of foreign 
coins.  I got out my guilder and tossed it up and down in the air, to 
get a sense for its weight.  I used to know all the weights of all my 
coins by the feel of them, intuitively, back when I was considering 
going blind.

&

A carousel was going and I thought about getting on it, but then I 
thought, no, better not.

&

Roots reach down under my house, and the trees get what they need from 
the little spaces between soil particles.  Lightning strikes and cats 
yowl and dogs bark.  Snakes hide in holes in the ground and a 
four-wheel drive vehicle plunges over the fence and people hide in 
foxholes and protest.

&

Will I ever see you again?  My life is dripping out before my eyes, and 
my ability to make sense of people and objects, the very existence of a 
heart and of the consciousness of things on a deeply personal level is 
draining out.  So when I come home, will I really see you?  Or is this 
my last day, the day that finally does me in?  I'm not sure I'll be 
able to tell, if it is.

&

I lay back on the couch, looking up at the ceiling.  I saw a spider on 
the ceiling.  Being a spider must be like living on Mars.  I wanted to 
be a spider so badly in that moment, and then you came in and sat on my 
legs.

&

If we engineer everything, won't we have a great time engineering 
everything?  What happens when we make machines that decide the best 
thing to do is to engineer us back so that we have a great time doing 
whatever it is they want?  Paradise.

&

I cast my best friend for the role of Hamlet in our high school drama 
class's production of /Othello/.  We changed the script a little bit.

&

I don't think I could truthfully tell you something extreme.  I 
couldn't get the words out.  So if I'm telling you something extreme, 
assume it's a joke.  But what if I ever have something extreme I need 
to talk about?

&

I yelled at the top of my voice and I was in another dimension, but 
only for the 5.2 seconds I was yelling.  It's too bad that we can't 
stay in dimensions and have to come back to our own dimension.  Someone 
called the cops after I yelled and they came and I told them what I was 
up to and they said, "Okay, that sounds fine, but you have do it in a 
padded room from now on."

&

I learned how to type when I was 11 years old.  It was not so useful a 
skill back then, but I started to type a lot when I was 13, and I've 
never gone back.

&

Can a cat and an inchworm please report to my office at some point?  
That would be the strangest thing, and would brighten my day.  Don't 
tell me when you're coming, let it be a surprise.  Wait a while so I 
forget I even said this.

&

When there's nothing in the cupboard, the children might harvest 
potatoes from the backyard.  But if the potatoes are gone, and the 
store is closed, they might try to eat the leather of their shoes.

&

When did we go wrong?  Was it when we turned left, or right?  I don't 
know, all I know is that we're going to get to the party five minutes 
late, but then everyone else is going to get there ten minutes late so 
we'll actually be early.

&

I'm pretty sure I've never treated you terribly.  Horribly, maybe; 
awfully, perhaps; but never terribly.  I still have a few lives left.

&

Violent education: is it necessary to bring out the best in us?  An 
open question.  The polar opposite of nonviolent education, does it 
bring out the best in us?  If we can't bring ourselves to box 
anyone's ears, can we still have discipline?  

&

Is life supposed to be good?  If it was, why do we work?  If our lives 
aren't good, and we work, why don't we not work?  The only thing that 
makes me happy is work, by making the rest of my life seem better.

&

If you want to reduce greenhouse gas emissions, eat less meat and take 
public transit.

&

Sometimes while I'm at home, I turn on the TV and start to vibrate at 
its frequencies and lock eyes with the people on the screen.  Then I 
get down on all fours and crawl close to the screen and try to touch 
the people inside.  This is why I try not to get sucked into TV 
watching.

&

I carried a box in from the street, and put it in my new apartment.  Do 
I share this apartment with you?  I don't know.  Only if you come when 
I invite you and leave when I want you to.  Inside this box is the 
poster I had printed of the art you turned me on to.  So you'll be here 
all the time.  And I'm okay with that.  I'm going to live in this 
apartment like there's no sky above and no earth below (although I'll 
take good care of it because I highly value getting the security 
deposit back).

&

When troubles like sea-billows roll, what are your coping strategies?

&

What does anything matter?  There are people who are dying in the 
world.  Does it matter what I say or do?  Why do I live in my own 
reality and not theirs?  There was a time when everyone in the tribe 
helped each other, and that meant we killed everyone in the other 
tribe.  And then someone figured out that we're all in the same tribe.  
But not everyone listened, and the ones who didn't listen either still 
killed people in other tribes, or they figured out how to end conflict 
between tribes: make it so there wasn't any belonging at all between 
human beings.  So all we have to do is figure out how to make the 
people without belonging belong to all the people so we're all one big 
tribe.

&

The grasshopper was going to fly over to where I was resting, but it 
was taking its time.  I thought about going over to it to make it 
easier, but I was feeling pretty done with things myself.

&

If nobody asks you for your number at the raging party, don't worry 
about it.  I have a stable of people who want your number, but only 
after they've talked to you.  They're exactly the kind of people who 
will be genuinely interested in you.

&

Can someone help me do the thing that it is my sole responsibility to 
do?  I wish that we could be more interdependent.  I promise, I 
pinky-swear, to take on some of the things that are your sole 
responsibility to do.

&

Respect is something to not expect to be given, but which in some ways 
ought to be given to all people, but in other ways, ought not.  There 
is a great confusion between the one respect and the other.

&

What if I got turned into a robot?  Would anyone notice?  I spend so 
much time online.  Am I better than a chatbot?  What if a chatbot were 
better than me?  Or an emailbot?  Would anyone notice?  I'm pretty sure 
they would.  But I'm not completely sure.

&

I type steadily and consistently, all through my break.  I was hired 
because I can do 70 words per minute but secretly I'm even better than 
that, I can do 90 words per minute, but I asked and got permission to 
use my own text editor to type in the data, and every minute I spend a 
few seconds tabbed over to work on my epic poem.  They'll never know.  
My scheme is perfect.

&

Why does that statue keep turning?  It's driving me crazy.  Almost as 
crazy as that time I had werelungworms.  I look away, and look back, 
and it's at a different angle, that naked Greek man who just kind of 
stares out at me or shows his backside to me.  He's very artfully 
sculpted.  This hotel lobby has only the best art in it.

&

Things happen beyond my control, and I'm in control if they happen far 
away, in someone else's life.  I think there is a huge gulf between a 
person who is in control and a person who is not.

&

A Christmas tree farm called up an accountant and wanted to know if the 
accountant could do their books.  The accountant said, no, but I can do 
you one better and send you my son to work for minimum wage.

&

A grasshopper landed on my coat and wouldn't leave.  So I hung my coat 
up on the coat hook and went to bed.  Grasshoppers can take care of 
themselves in the middle of the night.

Then I got up the next day and the grasshopper was still there, so I 
took the grasshopper to work with me.  That's random, I thought, and 
people asked me about it all day.  I didn't know what to say, so I just 
said it was a good luck charm.

&

You see me from the other end of the umbrella table.  You're playing 
with the cherry from your ice cream sundae, the cherry which you will 
not eat and which I will throw away when you rush off to do something.  
And I will feel okay, because what's the point of being annoyed by 
that?  Aren't we all going to die anyway?

&

I got a papercut the other day, but it's no big deal.  Love is what I 
have got.

&

"Do you know the cure for nihilism?"  
"No, why would I want to know the cure for nihilism?"
"Is nihilism good?"
"Who cares?"

Why do I have to be myself?

&

One time, when I was a tractor operator on a massive farm, I fell 
asleep at the wheel and when I woke up, the furrow I was plowing was 
artistic but I got fired, but the important thing is that no one got 
hurt.

&

I got in a boat and headed down the river.  I knew that fleeing Venus 
would be difficult and I knew she could follow me anywhere in the 
world.  My only hope was to walk my personal life story into a new 
context.  You see, you can leave an old context behind and gain a new 
past and a new future.  And in this way you can cease to be connected 
even to an immortal god or goddess pursuing you endlessly and with 
vehement focus.

&

I used to have desires but then I realized that I just wanted to work.  
A desire for something was really the desire to work on something 
related to that.  The only thing that gives my life any meaning and 
enjoyment is work.

&

A snake chases a rat through the palace and I feel like either I'm 
doing my job or I'm not.

&

People trying to stay awake all night sometimes have trouble.  But that 
hasn't been my experience on a lot of occasions.  Fortunately for them, 
they can wake up on time for work.  Everything has its upsides and its 
downsides.

&

On Earth Day, I went out to the park and joined hands with 50 other 
people and we did a grapevine dance in a circle.

&

I played with dice when I was younger, to try to figure out where to go 
to college.  It was a blast, and I got in.

&

Blowing bubbles is an amazing way to relieve stress.  I love relieving 
stress!  It's my favorite thing to do.

&

A cat and a mouse were chasing each other, having forgotten who they 
were.

&

I rode in a tank once.  I don't know why I did that.  It got really hot 
down inside the tank, because it was a hot day.  I opened the hatch to 
get some fresh air but then immediately closed it because there were 
people with pistols shooting and I thought I might get shot in the head.

So now I'm back down in the tank, and I just have to tell myself that 
things are going to be okay, as long as I can be uncomfortable.

&

We can only trust in fear and rules.  We can only really trust in love 
and desire.

&

I was an avid reader when I was 5 years old, but also an avid 
tricyclist and I picked my nose so much that I bled.  I'm not sure what 
kind of lessons we can learn from the past.

&

There's a spider hidden in the grass somewhere.  It's an Irish widow 
spider, all green with a black four-leafed clover on its bulbous 
abdomen.  Be careful with this spider.  She might give you good luck.  
Be very careful what you wish for.

&

I don't want to die.  Who does?  More specifically, I don't want to do 
what I have to do.  I don't want to face the future.  I don't want to 
go do that thing I have to do.  And it gets worse and worse, the longer 
I wait, until I show up at the long-waiting courthouse in such a 
nervous, anxious state that I give the worst possible testimony at my 
trial.  And /then/ they sentence me to death.

&

Perhaps instead of saying all this to you, I should sleep.  When I 
sleep, perhaps, I return to the other world, the invisible world.  I 
don't see that world, as I sleep, but maybe dreams are some kind of 
hint as to what it is like.

&

I painted eyes on a porcelain doll.  Now it's like she's staring at me 
while I do what I do in my cubicle.  She helps keep me on the strait 
and narrow.

&

I don't usually grumble.  Maybe I should, though?  What do you think?

&

I didn't want you to see me like this, sitting in my living room with 
nothing to do.  I wanted you to see me out on the street, ignoring you.

&

One time I was playing with cesium and I burned my finger.  I thought 
about calling 911, but after a few seconds the pain was manageable.

&

If I keep myself confined in this little space, my imagination will 
grow and grow to compensate.  I'll stop living in reality.  But maybe 
that's okay.

&

A corded telephone rings all by itself in a house and no one picks it 
up.  It rings and rings, experiencing an infusion of energy that is 
unopened and unrelieved.  The corded phone is used to it.

&

There's some kind of promised land at the end of the day, at the end of 
all my work.  I know that if I can just keep going, someday I'll make 
it.  And if I don't, I'll advance my children along the path, until 
some generation down the line makes it.  That way I don't have to find 
out that there's nothing at the end of the rainbow.  There's no 
rainbow anymore when you get there.

&

Being proud of things is kind of ridiculous.  Ridiculousness is kind of 
fun until it starts making you feel bad on the inside.

&

I leapt across a chasm with my cats riding on my back.  Then we walked 
to the staircase leading up into the desert temple.  We climbed to the 
top and saw an old worn snake statue.  My cats sniffed around and one 
of them took a nap as I was trying to figure out how to communicate 
with the snake sculpture in the elder tongue of the desert people.  My 
years studying the desert language led me into numerous eldritch texts 
of yore which enabled me to know enough arcana, I thought, to take on a 
task such as this.

&

If everyone sees me as I really am, what does that mean?  They see me 
as I am today, but they don't really see my past, so their predictions 
of what I'm going to do next aren't going to be as good.  They need to 
train their neural networks on a bigger data set.  And anyway, am I 
really all about what I'm about to do?

&

During the grape harvest, we all worked so hard that we wondered if we 
could give any more of ourselves.  The grapes got picked and thrown in 
baskets, and hopefully weren't wondering anything.  We're vegans.

&

I was outside of a restaurant, hungry and tired, and the owner came out 
and said, "You know, I'm feeling like getting some negative reviews 
online.  Come in here, and sit at the table I show you, and after the 
people order, I'll just bring their food to you."  So I thought 
"Whatever" and went in and sat down, and the owner did what he said.  
And the people there got really angry and left and wrote bad reviews 
online.  But I had a good time.

&

I sat in the middle of the briar patch, looking up at the clouds.  No 
one was going to find me here.  Especially because no one was looking 
for me, at least not yet.

&

I bought an old typewriter thinking that it would make me a writer.  
And it did.  The keys were so hard to press that I got out a ream of 
paper, perfected my penmanship, and then wrote by hand for the rest of 
my life.

&

If I try to walk into the greensward, I am rewarded by the sight of 
mushroom people dancing around and throwing colored spices in the air, 
preparing themselves for their own stirfry.

&

If someone has momentum, they have power.  It's rude to cause an 
accident, and bicycles know this.  And bicycles keep going through 
crowds knowing that because they have momentum, people will feel like 
they have no time in which to decide what to do, and they'll yield to 
the bicycle as it says "I'm moving forward."  Imagine what it's like to 
be a bicycle rider, yoked to such a tendency!

&

If something can catch my attention, it must be VERY IMPORTANT.  So 
then I pay way too much attention to it, until something else VERY 
IMPORTANT comes along.  What fun.

&

Have you ever done brain surgery?  I'm pretty sure I haven't.

&

Okay, okay, okay, that's crazy.  If you don't trust paranoia, doesn't 
that make you paranoid?  Paranoia is wet, vivid, and compelling.  But 
you can refrain from trusting, in a dry, boring, and light-touched way. 
 This is the secret.

&

When trouble comes to me, I ask it politely to back off for a little 
bit while I get my bearings.  I do this using techniques I developed 
while doing meditation in the woods.

&

Five people came in to our house when I was young.  "What's happening?" 
I asked my mom.  "They're coming to take away the piano, /mijo/."  
She was sad.  "Why, mom?"  "Sometimes pianos get old and wornout.  
Then they have to go where old pianos go."  I started to cry.  "Death 
is a part of life," she said.  "I know mom.  Someday I'll understand."

&

I transformed into a sea creature one time but no one was around to see 
me.  And I was in the middle of the house.  I was afraid I was going to 
die if I didn't get in water and there was nothing I could do.  
Fortunately you came in and saw me and immediately understood and 
kissed me and I turned back into a man.

&

Reality is precious to me, like water to a man dying of thirst.

&

Enough about me.  Tell me all about yourself.

&

Grass grows without thinking about things and gets stepped on without 
complaining and gets ripped out of the ground at the sudden pleasure, 
boredom, or rage of human beings.

&

I got a rose the other day and put it in a vase.  I got a single red 
rose.  I'm going to propose to you when you come over for spaghetti and 
you're going to say yes and we're going to be happy for the rest of our 
lives, at least, until the rose decays.

&

What should I say to the people who doubt me?  I never know what to 
say.  It's like if you are on the same wavelength as me, you can 
understand what I say.  But if you're not, you can't understand 
anything I say, even my attempts to make sense to you.  Does that make 
sense?

&

A proper farewell was had by all.  We were parting for the last time in 
our lives, after the experience that had not bonded us together.

&

I was feeling pretty Carboniferous this morning.  You know that 
Carboniferous feeling you get sometimes?

&

I carry a heavy weight sometimes.  Not all the time.  I wonder if 
talking about it helps, or makes it worse.  I'm pretty sure it makes it 
worse for 75% of the people I talk to.

&

A restaurant opened up just down the street, and we went there to see 
what being middle-aged was all about.  We waited ten minutes to get a 
table for two, and the waiter wanted to know if we wanted wine.  I got 
a glass of white wine and you got a glass of red wine ("for the 
resveratrol") and we toasted our love.  What have we accomplished with 
our lives?  A lot less than we thought we would, and even less than we 
could have.

&

Kierkegaard "blackened the breast", which was not the healthiest 
relationship move, but it suited who Kierkegaard was perfectly.  Unless 
Kierkegaard wasn't who Kierkegaard really was.

&

Nobody can tell me what to do.  I only do what is best according to my 
judgment.  I'm supposed to be a capable, independent adult, which is 
why I never seek anyone's help.

&

I want to get to the end of the story because I know how it ends.  It's 
a great story, so I want to get to the end.  I don't care that 
there's nothing after the story ends.  I'll worry about that when I 
get there.

&

A grasshopper landed on my shoe and I said, "Okay, but you have to pay 
rent."

&

A long-haired dog breed is not the best thing to have in Los Angeles in 
the summertime.  So we stick to raising chihuahuas.  We also like to 
eat /paletas/.  That helps a lot with the summertime.

&

As the sun goes down, it puts the clouds in a different light.  I see 
an artificial light out the window.  Is the sun offended?  No.  At 
least, I don't think so.

&

A cormorant was busy out in the channel, picking at fish.  I said 
"hello" to the cormorant, but she did not reply.

&

I try to dance like I type, but nobody gets the message because I keep 
having to backspace.

&

What a trip!  The crane picked up my car and put it on the ferry before 
I even realized what happened.  And now I'm crossing the Sound and I 
don't even know how I got to a place with a Sound in the first place. 
 I got maneuvered. They sell salted peanuts on the ferry, and for some 
reason, they really hit the spot this afternoon.

&

If someone came up with the cure for cancer, would they tell me?  Or 
would I have to go out and ask someone?

&

Truffles are piled up on my plate and I don't know what to do.  I think 
they're incredibly expensive.  Don't they have to use expensive dogs to 
find them?  And don't those dogs sometimes die?

&

Some music is all about punching you in the stomach or jackhammering 
your ears.  Some is about stirring up fake but pleasant feelings.  Some 
of it touches who you really are.  And some of it is just about 
interesting places to put notes.

&

Nobody knows my real name.  What they don't realize is that I told them 
my real name but then convinced them that they couldn't know my real 
name.  They call me by my real name, but they don't know that it's my 
real name.  So they don't know my real name, but they do.  The 
thought of this fills me with such glee.

&

I've tried to set standards for myself, and some of them I've upheld 
because they were really important, but some of them were just things 
people were into that I used to think were valid just because other 
people were into them.

&

I put some food in the blender and watched it spin around and turn into 
the kind of liquid I can handle.

&

Confidence is the feeling you have before you fully understand the 
situation.  And sometimes, when you fully understand it, you still have 
confidence.  But no one can fully understand a situation.

& 

Okay, okay, the "death of God", it has something to do with people 
looking out for number one... maybe because when people look out for 
number one, they don't care what God thinks?  What is this "God" idea?

So I walk around trying to figure out what the heck people mean when 
they say "God".  I understand Venus, the concept of Venus.  Venus is a 
really powerful woman.  We all know what powerful women are like.  So 
is God a powerful man?  Or is he beyond man?  Is he so far out that 
he's neither male nor female?  Is he so far out that he's not even a 
person?  I'm thinking about all of this wondering what it would mean 
if "God" died.  If Venus dies, what happens?  I guess the human race 
dies out because nobody falls in love and has kids.  Unless Cupid can 
fill the gap?  Maybe half the human race dies out.  So if "God" is 
beyond all that, when he dies what happens?  Does everything die out?  
Or does nothing happen?  Things that happen 10,000 miles away barely 
affect things here, so if God is beyond everything, that's like he's 
infinity miles away, so he completely doesn't matter.  But then, can 
we say that he's powerful?  That doesn't make sense.  How can you be 
powerful if you're so far away you don't affect things?  And I 
thought, okay, maybe he's infinitely far away but he can come back 
infinitely quickly and still affect things.  So then if he died, things 
would change around here.  But how much would change?  How much of life 
is determined by this God who is beyond everything, who outgods Venus 
herself?  My head was starting to hurt, I was feeling lost, and 
realizing that somehow I would have to become more intelligent to solve 
this problem, that this was a problem that could only be solved by 
intelligence.

&

The prince wants me to see his pet lizard.  Because I am his servant, I 
oblige.  Would I want to see his lizard otherwise?  No.  But it's not 
the worst part of my job.

&

I was growing some beets in my garden, when someone I knew came by 
(during the 3.5 month beet season here in our strange valley) and 
graffitied on my shed "Power is a broken relationship."  Why did he or 
she do that?  I've thought about that graffiti so many times, and I bet 
the rapscallion has already forgotten their own wisdom.  At least I 
have some beets to eat, and many more to sell at the market.

&

We were on a dig in the Gobi Desert, and you discovered some dinosaur 
eggs, but they just looked like rocks to me.  "Whatever," you said, 
"Just carry my gear for me."

&

I was piloting a bomber, flying over a foreign country.  Bombers are 
fun, we take them out of the hangar every once in a while and fly over 
foreign territory.  I found a foreign city and dropped a payload on 
them.  Ha ha ha!  I love jokes!

In the old days, a payload would have been deadly serious.  But in the 
modern days we drop leaflets with funny propaganda in our 
to-them-foreign language: recycled newspaper comics sections cut into 
strips.  It's a prank because they won't understand the humor.

&

I got on my motor-horse and cantered down by the water, thinking about 
what Venus had said about hiring me to figure out the whole "death of 
God" thing.  I wondered if I could simultaneously get hired by Mars and 
Pluto.  War is big business, and so is death.

&

Sometimes when things get hard in life, I just dive deeper into work.  
I know that I'm escaping from real life, but sometimes that's the only 
way to survive.

&

I rest my case.  I rest it on the floor and uncurl my fingers which are 
still stiff from its weight.  I sit down on a chair and wait for you to 
come in and ask my how my day was.  I don't divulge this information to 
anyone, just you, and anyone else who asks.

&

If you open up the chest of drawers in room 114 at the Descanso 
Verdadero Motel on El Cajon Blvd., you'll find the key to my heart, 
unless room service threw it away.

&

What's the use of freedom?  When we become free, we turn into sharks.

&

I talked to someone the other day who gave me some really good advice.  
He said "Never bite the hand that feeds you.  Unless.  You find a new 
hand to feed you.  Triangulation strategy, go from hand to hand."  And 
I realized from that that the way to bring beauty and justice to this 
world was to create a new world, a new /status quo/, which would feed 
people from out of it, and then we could really all at once denounce 
the current /status quo/, show it up on trial and see it off to the 
courthouse in humiliation.  Because the current /status quo/ owns the 
courthouse.  So then it's all about building things.

&

I blew on the video game cartridge to "get the dust out".  But I knew 
that was a myth, but I did it anyway.  There must be some other reason 
why it works, but no one knows what that reason is, and no one will 
ever need to know.

&

So I was thinking about what Venus was saying the other day about the 
"death of God" and also about those GUILDERS! and I was thinking about 
what I could do to undo the "death of God" syndrome.  It's a tough one. 
 First, I went to the library in the palace and woke up Simon, the 
court scholar, and asked him about the history of the term "death of 
God".  And he said it goes way back to Nicholas of Florence, who wrote 
a famous book saying that people should look out for number one.  "What 
does that have to do with the death of God?"  "I don't know, I don't 
remember, but I know it does."  "Thank you" I said with genuine 
respect.

&

A four star restaurant opened up in town.  I think that's four out of 
four stars on that one online review site?  Oh, you say they go up to 
five stars?  Oh well, four out of five is still pretty good.

&

One time I was preaching a sermon.  It was the third one of the day, it 
was the contemporary service.  And this guy came up to me afterward 
with a snake.  He said he was a snake handler, but don't worry, this 
wasn't a poisonous snake.  So I petted it and said it was very nice, 
but this was the last bit of emotional labor I had left, and I had a 
meltdown, and I was crying and people were comforting me but they 
didn't really understand, and I left the sanctuary, never to return.

&

If you run really fast, you can outrun a bear.  But I wouldn't try it.  
I'd just let myself get eaten.

&

We talked to each other for several minutes and basically accomplished 
nothing, which was a nice escape, but you weren't one of us and you 
were dying.

&

It's not like everything is really over.  My strength returns, and I am 
no longer in the mood to care about death, and the life hereafter.  I 
am young again!  But my body is still old.  No matter that... I am 
wise!  I am thousands of years old!  I am full of truth and facts, and 
standards of good thinking!  I look at my friends the pigeons, as they 
bob their heads and thoughtlessly defecate on the sidewalk.

&

A crisis occurred the other day when I was trying to figure out why I 
was awake.  The crisis diverted my attention, and now I'm pretty sure I 
woke up for the express purpose of dealing with that crisis, except 
that that's probably not true.

&

I got everything set up and I was feeling pretty relaxed.  I had a Rube 
Goldberg contraption set up which could respond to exactly one 
eventuality, but I was 100% certain it was going to happen.

&

Maybe I've run my race.  So then what should I do?  Maybe I should 
cheer on other people as they run theirs.  Where are the other runners?

&

We gathered at the end of the pier and watched the ashes spread and 
sink in the water.  We turned away from the end of the pier and walked 
to the shore.  There we were greeted by people with 100 black balloons. 
 And we walked to the beach parking lot, and everyone took home some 
balloons.

&

If I cared about you enough, wouldn't I at least send you a postcard 
when I'm in Paris saying "Wish you were here... Not!"

&

I don't wear my shoes without socks.  Instead, I wear socks when I wear 
shoes.

&

Can anyone catch a fish with their bare hands and kiss it on the mouth 
and then dive underwater and join its school?  I'll give 1,111 ducats 
to the first person who can do that.

&

Who should I listen to, myself when I am suffering, or myself when I am 
well?  I forget my suffering so blatantly, but when I'm well, I'm at 
least not under so much duress.

&

My book report was on the Duchess of Padua.  The Duchess of Padua lived 
a long time ago and they said she had a lover, but that was a lie.

&

Some people say, live for the moment!  You only live once.  What a dull 
grind, maximizing the value of life like you're sucking all the 
molasses out of a sponge.

&

I go on autopilot sometimes.  I think part of my brain was broken.  
There's two kinds of autopilot.  The normal kind, that no one talks 
about, like when you don't think about each footfall as you walk, and 
then there's this other kind, where part of my brain shuts down during 
a conversation that isn't about having fun and saying random things, 
and I say things without understanding what I'm doing.  I turn into a 
machine for a second, I'm unkillable because I'm not alive, and I can 
really throw people off balance and hurt them in this state.  It's all 
because part of me is worn out from everything, and has died.

&

She woke up in the morning, wondering what to do with her life.  She 
could no longer be a pianist.  She stared in the mirror at her old face 
stuck on a middle-aged woman's body, that face longing for freedom and 
repose in the tomb, and rubbed her hands together, in a parody of glee. 
 She brushed her teeth, and brushed her hair, her hands aching from the 
music which was the favored music of her tribe.  She was happy to have 
served her tribe, to have done exactly what they wanted, and wondered 
if there was some other way to do exactly what they wanted.

&

I don't think I would ever run away from home.  I like home.  Would 
home ever run away from me?  Probably not.  I've heard that the monks 
said when you enter a room, find your place to sit and do not leave it 
until the party's over.  Monks gave instructions for going to parties?  
It's a strange world we live in.  

&

I could worry about a lot of things, but I mainly worry about the 
things that speak to my nature.  I guess that's natural.  When I have 
strength, I can resist my nature.  But my nature wheels around, over 
and over, it never ceases.  My nature, who I am naturally, is like the 
ants that are always getting in the house, and if you wipe them out 
once, they'll keep coming, over and over, as you weep, as you are 
forced to kill them because they are so mindless.

&

Please don't tell me that ontology is good for people.  You'll ruin my 
escape from utility.

&

And now that the day is done, a strange peace comes over me.  
Everything I said back there wasn't true.  I didn't mean it.  I'm a 
happy man.  I have purpose.  I do want to come home and see you.  Life 
has meaning once again.  I get in my car and pull out of the company 
lot, and I get onto the freeway going home.  And all that existential 
stuff melts away, and I'm thinking about what movie we're going to 
watch tonight, and I think about how hanging out is a thing we do all 
the time and how we should probably try to expand our social circle, 
because that's getting to be a bit of a drag.  But then I'm reminding 
myself that I'm off work, and I use a little discipline to remember 
some of the hard and worn-down and dull-eyed things I alleged about 
reality back earlier today, and the way I make sense of everything, is, 
I'm glad to be off work.  And I pull into the driveway and come home, 
and you're not there, and there's a note that says you're out getting 
milk and bread from the liquor store.  And I wait a little bit and you 
come home and I meet you at the door.

&

A crab came up to me in the supermarket and started talking about how 
the lines were always so long.  "Can't they just hire another cashier?  
Look, that checkstand is closed."  "I don't know what to tell you, 
ma'am.  Maybe we should do a little dance, right here in the store."

&

Am I ugly, or am I well-known and well-loved?  Why should I not be 
well-known and well-loved, just because I am ugly?  It's true that I 
tend to only look at first-look people over and over.  Why should I 
expect other people to be different?  But human nature doesn't always 
connect with human need.

&

It looks to me as though I have gone through the variations 8 or 9 
times, and I wonder how much longer it is that I will go through them.  
I have an idea of how long it will be, and I try to forge on ahead with 
that goal in mind.  But sometimes things come to stand in my way, and I 
wonder if I can get over them and get on.  Do I have the strength to go 
on?  Sometimes the obstacle is that I lack strength, in itself.  Do I 
have the strength to overcome my lack of strength?  I don't know.  But 
then I keep on going, when I'm not paying attention, as it were.

I hope that I am not wasting any words.

&

I have a stiff neck, which makes me stubborn, I think.  But being 
stubborn keeps me from changing my ways so that I stop doing that thing 
I do all the time which makes my neck stiff.  It's a vicious cycle.  If 
I got a massage, would I cease being who I am, or would I become whom I 
was meant to be?

&

A rat escaped from the zoo, but nobody knows that, least of all me.

&

A portrayal of a famous person on TV had to be delayed until after they 
died to avoid defaming them.  A cat didn't care what we named it.  A 
tree was happy to stand in the wind all day.

&

The day is not an odious thing, but I find myself staying up all night. 
 I just don't stick to the day.  It runs off me like water.  Which is 
okay, except that all the businesses close at night.

&

I have gone through the variations perhaps 16 or 17 times.  I'm getting 
older now, and I'm passing through the phase of old age where nothing 
changes and everything is just as I was when I was younger.  Will this 
lead to the end of the variations?  I know that I will go through the 
variations a certain amount of time.  I've set a limit.  But I don't 
know how much living I can do in the remaining time.  When we are 
young, we live over and over, rapidly, using up change, and life goes 
slowly.  When we get older, we only live approximately one or two days 
a week, and so time speeds up.  So change, and work, are attempts to 
live, to exist.  

&

I was walking down Bourbon Street one day, looking for something to do. 
 I wasn't really paying attention and I found myself all of a sudden 
walking through a beautiful wood, with cool air blowing on me, 
listening to the faint sound of deer crunching through leaf litter.  
Not bad, I thought, but not what I expected.

&

A quarrelsome pony was causing a lot of trouble.  Then the mother pony 
gave her a scolding in pony-language and the quarrelsome pony decided 
it was better to run away.  The mother pony was sad, but then the 
daughter pony came back with the father pony, who had been absent for 
many years.

&

Likewise, all you're interested in are other people's carnations and 
roses.  So we spend most of our time in that one place neither of us 
are really that into but which basically works, so I guess I should be 
grateful.

&

A truth and a lie were hanging out in my brain.  Fortunately I could 
tell which was which.  I have no idea how.

&

But none of this matters.  I'm still experiencing reality, but it's the 
end of everything.  I'm walking around, not a ghost, but someone who 
has life.

&

Okay, well, the day is long, we've worked hard, and we've wondered as 
much as we should if this is all there is to life.  I look at you as 
you lie next to me in bed, your eyes closed as you lie on your back, 
your face lined and at peace.  So be it.  The tide goes in, and the 
tide goes out.

&

The harvest moon came and passed by us as we talked outside the 
courthouse.  We were waiting there for a friend who was inside doing 
jury duty.  We were going to give her a ride home.  We had nothing 
better to do.  We saw people passing by us on the sidewalk, and we 
wondered what kind of relationship they had to justice.  What was our 
relationship to justice?

Our friend came out and said, "Stay right here."  And then out came a 
bailiff who put handcuffs on each of us, and we were put up against the 
wall of the Hall of Justice.  And then out came a judge and the rest of 
the jurors.  It turns out this whole time, we were being set up.  Our 
"friend" then took the stand and gave damning evidence against us, and 
then took her seat among the jurors!  We could tell that there was a 
serious miscarriage of justice occurring in the streets.  We called out 
to the passersby, but they didn't have inner resources, expertise, or 
time to get involved, so they walked on by without making eye contact.

The one thing that helped was our court-appointed defense attorney.  
She was helpful in soothing our agonies.  And then they sentenced us to 
death.

&

Am I evil?  Yes... I am evil.  No, I am not.  If I must relate to 
myself as good, let me be in my mind always good and never far at all 
from evil. 

&

A sixteen ounce bottle of soda would really hit the spot right now, I 
thought when I was 17 years old.  It was the day before high school 
graduation.  Finals had been done with for a week.  I was sitting in my 
room doing nothing.

&

Just a little while and it will all be over.  We will gather around the 
statue and dance around it and then the statue will start turning in 
the opposite direction and then when we go the other way it will turn 
opposite to our new way of going.  Contrarian statue!

&

I'm trying not to look at all the people as they walk by.  If I look at 
all the people as they walk by, some of them will get uncomfortable, 
and I don't want to make anyone uncomfortable.  Which is strange, 
because I do it all the time without trying and still do not change who 
I am.

&

I don't wear my hat too often, just when I remember to wear it.  When I 
forget, I just get the sun on my neck.  Maybe someday I'll die of skin 
cancer.  But don't worry, I always wear sunscreen.

&

Considering everything I've been through, it makes a lot of sense that 
I'm rarely normal inside.  I'm always veering to one side or another. 
 Veering is kind of fun at first, but then you get stuck over to one 
side.  And then you fight, struggle, and climb your way back out, and 
pretty soon, you veer once more.

&

A rebel from and against the other kingdom rode into town and said "I 
want a ship.  I want a ship to be loaded full of fine goods to bring as 
a peace offering to the other kingdom," (remember that he is a rebel), 
"so that my people, the rebels, will be left in peace.  But I'm going 
to put rats in the hold with a special plague which has afflicted us in 
the Grimy Cities for many generations but which the Shining Cities have 
never experienced.  And so we will devastate your enemies.  Can you 
give us a ship?"   The prince said "Sure.  Why not."

&

Another option is to have fewer children.  This creates jobs for people 
to be caregivers while the population has its demographic shift.  The 
trick is that you would have to get people in other countries to have 
fewer children, too.  Are they going to do that?  Maybe if it seems 
cool, or if they are capable, just like you, of caring about the future 
of the earth.

&

I was normal for a few years.  It was pretty good.  I got to sleep on 
time and woke up on time.  I went to the laundromat every two weeks and 
got my laundry done.  I paid my taxes and said hello to my neighbors.

What changed?  I don't know.  I think it started when I stopped 
complaining, even in my head.

&

I think my new favorite color is grey.  The advantage of this 
decision-and-acceptance-of-reality is that when the sky is grey all 
day, I'm a little bit happier than I otherwise would have been.  But 
brown is a more beautiful color.

&

One time I was working in the lab and the rats got out.  We took it 
easy.  Rats have their right to explore.  But then they got into the 
snack cupboard and that wasn't cool.  We spent a whole afternoon trying 
to figure out how to catch them.  7 years of grad school.  Mmmm......

&

I built an adding machine one time so that I could get through the 
prince's accounts faster.  He saw me using it once and couldn't figure 
it out so he thought I had gotten it from warlocks or maybe even 
witches.  And I told him, "No, no, they do nature spells and consort 
with demons and celestial bodies and stuff like that.  This is a 
machine.  Completely different."  He still eyed it suspiciously and I 
said, "Look, prince, I'm just getting through your accounts faster so 
that I can help you better with the time I save.  Since I've started 
using the adding machine, my accounting work has gone from 40 hours 
down to 5.  All I want to do is serve you better, prince."  And he was 
pleased at how much I loved him.

&

Sick people walk around among well people, contagious.  Well people 
walk around sick people and are kind of nice to talk to.

&

I bought a masterpiece at public auction.  Do you know how much I saved 
up to buy the masterpiece?  All I know is that I spent all I had.

&

Sometimes I get hungry in the middle of my shift, and I can't really 
take a break whenever I want.  So I think about how I'm saving up money 
to put our future children through college.  Should our children 
starve, or should I?  I know it would have been better if I just ate 
more before my shift.  But that's for future me to worry about.  Right 
now, I'm trying to give meaning and purpose to my existence right here, 
in the moment.

&

I found a pebble in my shoe after I took it off.  "Wow," I thought, "I 
was pretty sure I was just hallucinating that I had a pebble in my shoe 
like I usually do."  It's pretty surprising when the things that I 
think are real turn out to actually exist.

&

A parasite and a hard working insect were sitting at the bar.  "What do 
you do for a living?" asked the parasite.  "I eat aphids, how about 
you?"

"I suck the blood of humans."  

"Oh, so pretty much the same thing."

&

A flower was talking to another flower.  "Say, how's it going?"  "Oh, 
it's going fine."  "How do you like the sun?"  "The way it is."

&

The car speeds on toward the station and I wish it would get there so 
that I could be seated in it as it arrived.

&

What should I do with my life?  The thing I most feel like doing is 
waiting around for the end, which will come soon enough, no need to 
hasten it.  So maybe the new endurance is not the endurance of the 
runner, but of the person who is done with the race.

&

If you practice long enough, you develop muscle memory.  People call it 
muscle memory, but I bet in reality it's nerve memory.  But then, 
isn't all memory nerve memory?  So then the name doesn't work as well.

&

I had a book get overdue from the library.  No big deal, the fee is 
only 50 cents a day.  I can afford that with my fat paycheck.

&

I'm trying not to be a spy, but it's kind of hard.  I have a tendency 
to go undercover wherever I go, and my photographic memory and 
hyperobservantness never shut off.  I have no pleasure in secrets, 
though.  Secrets tend to be stale, and kept for bad reasons.  When you 
find contraband, do you sell it, or do you burn it?

&

"Restrooms are not a good place to go to rest" she was telling me on 
our first, very promising date.

&

I was eating breakfast, trying to wake up, and I was thinking about 
what kind of government system I wanted to want that day.

&

Some people seek all their lives and find what they're looking for.  I 
guess.  Usually you only find what you weren't looking for, and what 
you look for can never be yours, is only yours when it's yours for a 
purpose beyond your own.  And you absolutely have to look for what 
you're looking for with all of your dedication.

&

Tomorrow I may feel entirely different, but today is not without 
precedent.

&

I can't control you, but I can send you subliminal messages that cause 
you to freely desire what I want.

&

The werelungworms return to their worm form and I go down to 
lungworm-level insanity instead of 
thousands-of-little-people-in-my-skull-level insanity.  It's kind of a 
relief, and this helps me endure the work day better.  Lungworms, for 
me, are bad, but not too bad to prevent me from working.  Little people 
in my head are too much, but lungworms are okay.

&

Does God have 100% sovereignty?  Does God have no sovereignty at all?  
Or is it somewhere in the middle?  If you assume one of the extremes, 
you don't have to figure out which events are God's will and which ones 
aren't.

&

A corresponding thought is, why do I live in the same universe as 
certain people?  Why is it that they never disappear to me, no matter 
how long I don't see them?  Is it possible that they are simply the 
pace of my brain?

&

I check my watch all the time.  My watch is destined to last 10 years, 
but it's only been two and it has some health problems, some problem 
with the band.  It's a little sad to see such a situation.

&

A shoeshine boy shined my shoes while I wasn't looking.  "Stop that, 
scurrilous rascal!  I am not one to not go for the scuffed-shoe look!"

&

The other day, I was working on my tapestry, getting a little bit 
confused about what I was doing.  Sometimes when I'm working on my 
tapestry, I get distracted and do other things.  Then I remember that 
no great art gets made without discipline, and I remember the beatings 
my master tried to use to teach me discipline.  I hate to think they 
helped me.

&

My brother woke me up and said, "Hey, Percival, come on, get going".  
So I got up, all disoriented, and put on my leather armor and picked up 
my broad sword.  I specifically instructed him to only awake me when 
there was danger afoot and I could meet it in combat -- otherwise I'd 
as lief have died.

&

People change all the time.  I don't change.  I stay exactly the same, 
and absolutely everything in the world changes bewilderingly to 
maintain that.  Many of the things that change bewilderingly are 
located in my own body.  But I never change.

&

I was cleaning out the gutter the other day, and I found a tennis ball. 
 This was great good fortune.  A tennis ball will be useful when I'm 
old and I have to use a walker.  I'm going to save it up.  It's my 
retirement fund.

&

When I have more strength, I can connect to a reality outside the 
present moment.  But when I have less strength, I am more and more like 
an animal, so I would assume, and the moment becomes a narrow prison, 
and if I lose that, I'm dead.  An animal has nowhere to go when death 
comes close.

&

Sometimes when I'm at work, I just want to quit.  I want to be quiet 
and quit and just sit.

&

Could a carriage ever ride faster than it rides now?  This carriage 
must be breaking the speed limit.  But I don't care.  I got paid and 
I'm having a great time.  I'm going to hide these guilders in a safe, 
secret place, and visit them.

&

If we all froze to death, that would be the end of the human race, I 
guess.  I mean, I don't see how it could be otherwise, if we really 
froze "to death".

&

It's the same thing, over and over.  That's okay.  We wouldn't want 
life to end.

&

We gathered in the Wal-Mart parking lot and rode the carts around once 
or twice and then gave up because we didn't want to get caught by 
security guards.  
&

If a smart person told me they were smart, would that mean that 
smartness is a category, and that therefore some people should be 
called dumb?  The truth will set you free -- somehow.

&

And what if existence stopped?  Existence as a whole could always end 
for no reason, or for a reason outside existence and therefore outside 
any of our means of predicting it.  What about that?

&

Is Thai food your favorite food?  I don't think it's my number one 
favorite food, but I do like it.  We can go to a Thai restaurant 
someday.  Yes, I know that Thai food in America isn't the real thing.  
But it still tastes good.

&

I got stuck up on the levee when it flooded.  The levee was higher than 
the floodwaters, which had broken through the levee at one point, 
equilibrating the floodwaterlevel on either side.  So I had some down 
time.

&

I hope to sleep at the end of all this.  What is this?  A day.

&

I cut a pumpkin and out came pumpkin blood.  What a scary, violent 
Halloween.  Fortunately, I'm a plant doctor, so I fixed up the pumpkin 
good as new, gave it some plant antibiotics, and put a fence around it 
so that it could recover.  I don't understand why I cut the pumpkin, 
nor why I healed it.  That's either scary, on this Halloween, or 
completely normal.

&

I was reading in a grimoire of power and found some cool spells.  
Here's one of them:

"Play jazz drums /absolutely perfectly/ while sacrificing a newt with 
your feet.  Then forget you ever did this."

It doesn't say how it will give me power, but I figure it must be 
something unimaginably good, so much power you can't even write it down.

&

If I came back to earth as a woman, would I have a baby?  That's a good 
question.  Part of me wants to say yes, and part of me wants to say no.

&

I'm wired differently than some people.  Some people are wired like 
toys, some like computers, some like diagrams, some like mannequins.  
I'm not sure how I'm wired.

&

If you could capture a still image of me at any random second, you 
would usually see me smiling.  That's because when random things 
happen, it makes me laugh.

&

An abrasive person named Juan was my cashier at Growl-Mart.  Growl-Mart 
is the big box retailer for people who like bad service.

&

Ah life, you were so kind to me.  I received your gentle high-fives and 
blankets.  Thank you life, and thank you love.

&

I'm sensing a negative aura from my desk.  I can't work today, boss.

&

Okay, so what were you saying?  You were saying that dry ice is a good 
thing to have at a children's Halloween party because you can make 
spooky cauldrons with it.  You show me a video on your phone of your 
children dressed up in their costumes from last year.  You say that you 
love Halloween, that it's your favorite holiday.  I try to pay 
attention to what you're saying, but I can't, because I'm hungry.  
I'm thinking about the steak that I had for dinner last night.  I 
wonder if I should have a steak for dinner tonight?  But I'm just 
barely, just adequately, able to pay attention to your children, as 
they speak in their thin-as-a-pencil kids' voices.  I continue the 
conversation, and you are satisfied.  You have passed down the street, 
having no conception of the highway.

&

If I brought my best things to you, all that would happen is that you 
would either not get what I was saying, or get it so extremely that you 
would reflect too much energy back at me and I would run away.  But 
this seems like a problem that might gradually work itself out over 
time.

&

I'm walking around the edge of the property looking for holes in the 
fence.  Holes are how animals get in, and how animals get out.  We want 
to control where the animals go.  The animals don't understand.  At the 
same time, we don't understand how God arranges our lives.  We assume 
from this that God looks at us like we look at animals.

&

If we could look each other in the eye, what would happen?  Would the 
whole world collapse?  Would we just blink?

&

I put oil in a skillet and then cut up some onions and let the oil get 
hot and then threw in the onions, literally threw them in, with all my 
force.  I was angry at them because they made me cry.

&

If you /really/ knew me, I wouldn't have to tell you anything 
permanent.  The only thing we could talk about were things that were no 
longer true the instant after we said them.

&

Did you ever try jumping off the bridge into the creek?  The bridge 
isn't that high, and the creek is both slow and deep.  I think when 
you're falling through the air, some of the best people to end up with 
are slow and deep.

&

In Britain, they say "clever" like we say "smart".  Should the 
American connotations for "clever" attach to the British word, or 
should the British connotations attach to the American word?

&

Sometimes I try ideas of things to do that I get from animals.  When I 
really want something, instead of complaining, or rushing around 
crazily, or even working diligently, I stand on the edge of a blade of 
grass and reach my arms out.  "Come to me, good fortune!" I say in my 
soul, "Brush up against me so that I can climb on and drink from your 
depths!"  I'm learning a lot about patience, namely, that I don't have 
it, even when I wait.

&

One time I was at a restaurant with my friends and when they brought 
the check I was feeling generous, so I said I'd cover it.  But when the 
check came, I realized how much I was on the hook for, so I said "On 
second thought, I'll cover half of it."

&

Maybe this is all an illusion, and I really am to identify myself with 
the visible world, because I am a visible thing and out of an invisible 
aspect of visibility, my life comes.  But this isn't what I feel, and 
at some level, what choice do we have but to believe what we feel?

&

I really don't care at this point.

&

I'm a little confused right now, but you're here, and that makes 
things a little bit better.  When they told me my diagnosis, it caught 
me off guard.  And you didn't exist for 45 minutes, but now you exist 
again, and your presence helps me be present to you.

&

You don't like it when I go off on all this morbid talk, and I want to 
stop, myself, but the life that is in me lives and overflows, but that 
life is the life of death.  Don't get mad at the dog that barks.

&

Can anyone love me for who I am?  Probably.  Why not?  I don't find it 
hard to not hate other people, most of the time.  The people whom I get 
for who they are tend to be people I can love.

&

We talked about having kids one night.   Both of us had a night 
drenched in the stars, in star dreams, in longings.  "Let's have kids", 
we said.  We were getting more and more into the idea, thinking of the 
things we would teach them and the love that we could give them, the 
love that we were building up in ourselves.  And then, you and I looked 
askance at the ground, each of us at the same moment, and looked back 
and I think it was I but it maybe was you who said, in a stolen voice, 
"That was a temptation."

&

Silver.  I need silver.  Silver will help me get through the hard 
times.  Silver will make me rich.  If you have a window, and put silver 
on one side of it, you get a mirror.

&

I'm going through an excess of fell youthfulness.  I'm sorry.  Life is 
actually dark.  Life is full of people who have problems, and I'm not 
caring about them, instead I'm indulging in my terror of death, in my 
ultimate probing of the truth, and then in my self-saving rhetoric, my 
sense of invincibility.  I'm living in a strange horror mirror house, 
which is where I go when left to my own devices.

&

I used a scalpel the other day, I think for the first time.  I was 
doing some delicate surgery, but don't worry, no lives were at stake.  
I can't really explain.

&

A grass-fed cow looked at me, very calmly.  If only I could be as calm 
as a cow when I graze.  And take reality as seriously as a cow when I 
need to "stampede"!

&

Can anyone tell me where the divers live?  Do they live in the bottom 
of the ocean?  Do they come up for air only because they have to for 
economic reasons, to trade their pearls for gunpowder and tobacco?  Are 
we going to follow them down with robot submersibles, render them 
economically obsolete, and then pay them subsidies to not die?

&

When I get grass stains on my pantaloons, I take my clothes down to the 
launderer near the carpentry guild, and she does a real good job.  Tell 
her I sent you.

&

I sat down by the river bank, looking down at the water going by.  I 
saw a log float down the river.  I saw a boy on a raft go by.  I 
thought about what rivers say, about what we make them say.

&

A craftsman was working pretty hard at his trade until he was eligible 
to get married.  He married this peasant girl who got distracted 
easily.  He had to tell her what to do all the time, and if she ran out 
of things to do, she'd just stand there, nibbling on bread.  No good as 
a housewife, so it seemed.  So he hired a servant to tell his wife what 
to do.  Then the servant fell in love with him.  But he respected the 
bonds of matrimony and sent the servant away.  Then his wife had a son, 
and in time the son figured out that his task in life was tell his mom 
what to do so that she didn't just stop and nibble on bread.  And he 
did that faithfully, until the day that she died.  And now what will he 
do with his life?  But his dad died a long time ago and left his son 
the whole business in his will.  But the problem is that the son was so 
busy with his mom that he doesn't know how to be a craftsman 
adequately.  So what will he do?  The good thing is that he got married 
and his wife is good at crafts.  But they're still having a hard time 
making ends meet.  I chanced upon this couple at the market, trying to 
sell what they made.  His work was of inferior quality, but hers was of 
superior quality.  I paid a guilder for something they made.  I'm not 
sure what it is, but I know I need it.  All the neighbors will want to 
talk about it, when I have a cookout and we have little pieces of capon 
along with slabs of bread and onions.  I'm not sure what I'll do with 
the object after that.  Maybe I'll look at it late at night, by 
candlelight, when I can't sleep, and try to feel feelings from it.  I 
don't know what else I can do with it, except sell it at the market 
myself.  But if I do that, then what?  I keep trying to think ahead, 
but I always run out of ideas of what's coming next, but I know that 
I'm going to keep living somehow, and I'll have to keep having ideas.  
But I can't figure them all out in advance.  So I wonder if maybe 
someday I'll die.

&

A brook ran down a mountain, bouncing from rock to rock like a goat 
made out of water going downhill like a stream.

&

I wonder if anyone listens to me.  I know I see people nod their heads 
and reply to me, but I know that when I do that, frequently, it doesn't 
change my life, in the small or large way called for by what they say.

&

Not everyone can see the future.  Most people can, which is why their 
decisions are so good.

&

A garish display of magnificence appeared in the alley behind my 
apartment.  I tried not to look at it, but I had to, and as I tried to 
sleep at night, I could hear the neon humming.

&

Great things can happen in a nation if everyone is pure.  I've always 
believed this, and I have been working through my whole life to make 
people more pure.  How can people be pure?  First, they need to have 
support.  But before they can be supported in order to become pure, 
they have to be at least a little bit pure, or else they will betray 
the people who would support them.  But before they can be that little 
bit pure, they have to be supported.  I want to say that there's 
something in quantum physics where two particles sit next to each 
other, and both of them spontaneously move in the way they would have 
had to have moved in order to permit the other to move, mutually /en 
passant/.

&

An errant knave once came into our parley.  "Quiet you" I said.  I 
recognized this knave from back in the arrondissement.  He kept 
dutifully quiet, and then when we were done he mocked us slyly.  So I 
said "Knave, kneel."  And then I took out my sword and bopped him on 
the head.  "Bop" I said, "Bop, bop."

&

Have I ever ridden in a taxi before?  Yes, I have, on a few occasions.  
Taxis are really expensive but in those days they were sometimes better 
than any of the alternatives.

&

I don't have any grandchildren.  This is something that has been true 
of me ever since I've been born.  My grandchildless life has finally 
come to its fruition, it was always creeping up on me, but now it has 
flowered.  I look at my friends, the pigeons, as they bob their heads 
and puff up their chests.  They have no idea of what I'm going 
through... or do they?

&

Skiing in the snow is pretty good but have you ever skied in a library? 
 You have to use your imagination.

&

When you get used to things, then they start becoming strange to you.

&

I'm like that with patience, too.  I have to remember that somehow it's 
going to work out... not with every situation, but with certain 
situations, and I think overall, somehow things work out.

&

Do you know what I really want?  If you can tell me, that would be 
great, but I'm not sure I could ever know that you were right.

&

I can tell how people are just by looking at them, except that 
sometimes what I really see is how I am.  Oh well, them or me, it's 
still useful information.

&

When my car can start, I can drive it places.  It's pretty great.  When 
it can't start, I make other plans, and I guess things go just about as 
well.  But there are places I can only go in my car, so it does open up 
some options.

&

I had some candy that looked like this:
  ^
 /
/

Yep, a candified pretzel on a stick.

&

Do I look like someone who has the answers?  Is that why people 
sometimes try to cheer me up?

&

I had to cut several lines from my notebook in case future generations 
would read it.  Unfortunately I had to cut out the text on the other 
side.  So I'll record what it was:

"number 56 -- /Sympathy for the Devil/ by the Rolling Stones
number 56 -- /Ice and Fire/ by the Westminster Four
number 57 -- /Dress to Kill/ by the Arquettes.
number 58 -- /Please, Please Me/ by the Beatles
number 59 -- /Sweet Dreams, Goodnight/ by the Pirouettes"

&

I want my shift at work to be over so bad.  I've never wanted that more 
than right now.  Some days are hard days at work.  I think that strange 
winds come in from the east and get in my brain, and make it totally 
disconnected from work.  But I still have to just keep going.  This 
process of self-discipline is essential to the well-being of all of 
society.

&

The waiter came to give us the bill and I immediately took it and paid 
for it, to prevent you from doing so.  You have been far too generous, 
for far too long.

&

I canned enough food for the entire winter, but then you came to my 
door begging for food.  How could I turn you away?  I gave you a few 
cans of tomatoes and some bread.  You were grateful to me and left, and 
I know you can never repay the favor directly.  Maybe you'll repay it 
indirectly, but as far as this winter is concerned, I'm just going to 
have to starve a little.  I'm not telling you any of this so that you 
don't feel guilty about it.  Why should I make you feel guilty?  You're 
starving more than I am.

&

A woman like a wornout rag sat next to me thinking she was pretty.  She 
was pretty and younger than me, but she had become a rag, without 
realizing it.  I was still young, and still plain, but I was not a rag. 
 She wanted to know if I'd learned the lesson better than she did, in 
class.  I wanted to tell her how to not be a rag, but I didn't know 
how.  So I told her about the lesson instead.  But we never really 
became friends, because she and I didn't have enough in common.

&

I'm free, but what good is freedom?  When freedom goes stale, it turns 
into horror.

&

If you think you're alive, you may live less, for having all that time 
in which to live.  But if you die but have to keep living, you might 
live much more, breathe many more breaths, in an attempt to fill in 
time.

&

I do think that the world goes on without me because I look out my 
window and see the breeze in the top of the little tree.

&

Restless people walk past me, and I look at them from my park bench.  I 
can't fault them.  I don't have the energy.  So I look down at my 
friends, the pigeons, who bob their heads and probably only live 2 
years.

&

Earwigs were running around on the floor of my house, but I was in a 
generous mood, so I poured myself another glass of Ovaltine.

&

I'm sore from my workout the other day.  I know I peaked when I was 7 
or 8 years old, but now I'm 9 and I realize that if I don't exercise 
I'll probably be dead by the time I'm 12.

&

Rumpelstiltskin came to my coffeeshop the other day.  She keeps her 
hair cut short and so no one recognized her.  Good thing for her, 
because all the patrons here are secretly dwarfs.  I know her name only 
because it was on the receipt.  As I looked at her, I thought, "Oh 
yeah, she does look like Rumpelstiltskin."  No big deal, celebrities 
come in here all the time.

&

Could a less-able person be found to pilot the boat that gets me out to 
meet Venus on the little island where we have agreed to meet?  I don't 
want to get there on time, but I want a good and even honest excuse, 
because I'm bad at lying.

&

I can prove a theorem to my own satisfaction, but can I prove it to 
your satisfaction?  Can you be satisfied?

&

I take my chances at the fair.  I throw pennies at the gaping mouth of 
a clown and I always miss.  I am on my second, and 
beginning-to-be-costly date, trying to satisfy my bride-to-be with a 
giant gob of spicy cotton candy, which is my prize if I feed the hungry 
clown.

&

There's a little corner of my room that I don't sweep, hoping that a 
mummy will arise from the tombs under my house, and get busy sweeping 
it with a besom of its own hair, instead of terrorizing me.

&

You're not as unique as you think you are.  It turns out there are 
hundreds of people who are more unique than you.  And they are all like 
you.

&

I picked up a persimmon and threw it at my best friend, as though he 
were a batter and I were a pitcher and he had done something to offend 
me.  It hit him in the head and broke his glasses.  He was crying and 
he told his mom what happened.  And we were never the same kind of 
friends again, although we still hung out for 3.5 years.

&

I touched something when I was walking around in the dark.  Something 
cold and slimy on the wall... I turned the lights on and gasped... a 
weresnail!

It was a new moon.

I could tell it was a were-snail from the tiny human face it had on it.

I didn't know what to do.

No one else must know about this weresnail.  This is my little secret.  
I put the weresnail in a plastic leftover tub and put it on a shelf.

The next day I found a young woman wearing my clothes, in my apartment. 
 It was she who was the weresnail.  She wasn't very attractive.

&

I came home from work, and I was trying to explain to my roommate about 
the things that happened in my day.  Nothing I said mattered.  It was 
like that one time I wrote on a dry erase markerboard and then erased 
it.

I think when some things happen, it's like a dry erase marker on a 
markerboard and you want to erase it and you can.  And then there are 
other things which are like a dry erase marker on a markerboard and you 
like them, so they stay because you don't erase them until you do by 
accident.  And then there are the things that are like permanent 
marker, and they get on the dry erase markerboard of a human day, and 
you can never get them off unless you use alcohol.  Days were meant for 
dry erase markers.

I'm telling my friend Nicole about this analogy and she says "What if 
there's a permanent marker that marks your day and you want to keep 
it?" and bats her lashes.  "No matter how beautiful a marker drawing 
is, it can get old.  No piece of art images forth the vibes that go 
with each day.  That's why dry erase markers go with days.  So there 
would come a moment when I would be overwhelmed with the need to clear 
my markerboard, and the only thing I could use is alcohol."  "Oh," she 
said, disappointed, not for the last time.

&

I ran around like crazy, shopping for presents for the big day, and I 
think in the process, no, I know in the process, I've gone through the 
variations for the 19th or 20th time.  Things are getting really 
exciting in my life.  The procession has just begun, and I know that my 
time has come to face the thunder and the light, and the electric 
knives of beauty.  I do not know how many more times I will go through 
the variations.  But I can see the end in sight.  (The storm of beauty 
is just the event of today, but maybe it is a harbinger of things to 
come?  But work can be more trustworthy than horror, and horror more 
trustworthy than the beauty that is secretly a horror.)  I must go to 
my fate, from one world to the other, because this is what I've chosen 
for today.  I have chosen to make myself open to this experience, and 
I'm done killing time with work, which might be my real life, I'm going 
to the recreation, which might be my real life.  Wish me luck, when the 
rain starts and I have nowhere to go, and I will receive that luck from 
you, because I am open to it, and strangely that means that I don't 
need your luck at all, but thank you.

&

I got hit on the head by a loud noise, but I barely even noticed.  I 
wish I could be free, but when I am free, what will I do?  What is 
there to do except to push a plow?  There is nothing but plowing in 
this world, until we pass into the other world, which does not even 
share a past with this one, in which there will be nothing but harvest, 
for all eternity, until we enter the world in which there has never 
been agriculture, and all there is is soaking our feet in little baths 
and eating ice cream out of the tub.

&

And so I think I've made it through the variations for the 19th or 20th 
time.  Maybe the 21st time.  Has it been that many?  Wow, time sure 
flies.  I don't know what else I'll do with myself when this posting is 
over.  Who knows!  The sky's the limit. 

I'm not sure that I'm really living my life as my own, or if I'm 
actually just doing my job.  That preference I had?  It was just 
something I needed to get the job done.  I sure hope this life is 
really important, somehow.  Maybe it's important to other people.  And 
to me, even those people tend to not exist, but it's really important 
to me to reach out into the irrelevant.

That's a thought I have tonight.  "Tonight"?  Yes, I can call it 
tonight, because the sun has gone down.

&

One time I was brushing my teeth and I got kind of distracted, and I 
just kept on brushing.  I walked out the door, brushing my teeth.  I 
could feel drool going down my chin from all the saliva in my mouth, 
and I thought about how I was brushing my teeth a lot in public, and 
drooling.  But I reasoned, "I must be dreaming, I would never do this 
in real life" and kept going, as I was.

&

I know I'm evil, but it's better if I don't think that.  If I don't 
think that, then I reject evil.  The truth will set you free-- yeah I 
guess so.  Maybe if I don't think I'm evil, I'm just kicking the 
can down the road.  I don't really know what I'm doing.

&

You know what I could get into next?  Being sentimental.

&

Up on the telephone wires, mourning doves play with crows.  The crows 
are smarter, but they let the mourning doves win.

&

A nice person sat next to me, but it wasn't the nice person for me to 
talk to on the bus.

&

I try to keep one step ahead of the law.  The law is always telling me 
things I cannot do, so I go out and live my life to full abandon, so as 
to do as much as I can in the limited time I have to live.

&

I drive my car over the mountain pass and into a new valley.  I have 
never been in this valley because I've never been over the mountain 
pass.

&

One thing that I wish I could do better is be in the mood that is most 
effective for me in the moment.  But my flesh responds automatically to 
fit me to whatever it's used to, and especially, to what other people 
are used to, and desire.

Journalism would wither away if it weren't for that powerful and 
bizarre norm that people answer whatever they're asked.

&

I'm getting kind of old for this kind of work.  Or maybe, this kind of 
work is getting old to me.  Two old friends might call each other up 
once a year, or twice, on each other's birthdays, or they might never 
talk to each other again, without any drive to connect with each other, 
just with their own old, perpetual memories.

&

I found myself in a new place, surrounded by people I didn't know.  It 
was exciting, probably the most exciting thing I'd done in a long time. 
 I've spent a long time working on my farm all by myself.  It was 
strange to see people, and kind of overwhelming.  I talked to two 
people, but it was hard even to do that.  I wished that my friends were 
there, but I don't have any friends anymore in these parts.  They all 
left to go to the city.

&

Swimming lanes were invented by the prince to connect parts of his 
city, for people who had heavy loads that could be attached to 
Renaissance flotation devices.

&

I was at work and I thought I was going to have a bad day, but it 
wasn't that bad after all.  Right now I'm driving around in a golf 
cart, scratching all this down in my memo pad with one hand, waving to 
people in the warehouse with the other, and steering with my tentacles.

&

Am I depressed?  I think so, except it's not depression.

&

I wore pants all day, but when I got home, I wanted to wear shorts, so 
I changed into shorts.

&

This is the fifth time I have gone through the variations.  And how 
much longer will it be before I can be done?  I don't know, but I hope 
that I know when I know it, so that I don't keep going and going.

&

I really want to come home, but my shift ends far in the future.  I'm 
thinking of you while I'm working, which I guess is either the worst 
thing I can do as a worker and the best thing I can do as yours.  This 
job grinds me down and I just hope that it's all worth it in the end.  
But I've learned not to think too hard about the end of things, the 
best things, the ultimate things.  Because when I do, life loses its 
meaning.  I think you've already lost your meaning to you, but I 
compulsively think about you in a sweet-natured way, as I grind myself 
into ectoplasm.  Please, think of me too, so that when we meet, we can 
morph into a puddle on the floor, a puddle of ectoplasm, your green 
ectoplasm oozing around the edge of my orange ectoplasm, us both 
filling the cracks in the floor, regenerating our true forms.

&

I don't worry about what I do until I get feedback.

&

The third date was a smashing success.  This time we were at a fancy 
restaurant, where someone was giving spoken word performances in 
passionate fancy foreign languages.  I looked deep in her eyes and she 
looked deep in mine.  We were beginning to reach our hands toward each 
other to create a Moment, when she said, "Wait, I see something in 
there... deep in your eye..."

&

So we decided that what we would do is go out in the world, looking for 
people who knew no one.  All the people we found were disappointments.  
Actually, they each knew at least someone.  But in our quest, we came 
to know many people.  And there were some people who wanted to know 
more people, and to know people who knew people.  So we would casually 
introduce these people to each other, and their lives would thrive from 
there on.  Life was completely pointless and valueless to us, but we 
had this effect on other people of opening up new possibilities, grand 
vistas, telescopes to the stars in the great outer space which only we 
know is emptiness and illusion, and we only know it deep in our 
physiologies, in a way that we can't put into words and which is 
logically unjustified.

&

What if free will is an illusion?  What if causality is an illusion?  
What if reality is an illusion?

&

I got bragging rights once.  I did something pretty awesome: I climbed 
the fence and got out and got help.  And then I negotiated bragging 
rights from the Ministry of Bragging, and I'm allowed to brag for 15 
years.

&

Is it possible for a dead person to get cold?

&

Can a dancer teach me how to dance?  I don't think I could teach a 
dancer how to write, or how to walk.

&

My cats and I stepped over the threshold into the room, and there was 
the great snake, 100 feet long, curled up around the precious treasure. 
 My cats went back the way we had come, leaving me to my fate.  I 
walked past the snake, as quietly as I could.  The even more precious 
treasure rested in a box made of pure tamarack wood.  I opened it up 
and inside there was a treasure even more precious than I imagined.  I 
knew that with this treasure I could earn a fortune, and use it to 
bring democracy to all of the desert people.

&

I'm trying to develop a cure for the common cold because if I do that, 
then there will be so much extra productivity unleashed in America that 
we will all start loving each other.

&

Returning from the road, I felt as though I was the master of the 
universe.  I had said no the street peddler, for the first time in my 
life. I had walked away without a puppet or a repaired tin pot.

&

I have a pet tarantula.  Do you want to see it?  It's kind of shy.  
See?  What a cool animal.

&

Is it the case that other people know who I am better than I do myself, 
and thus I am faking to myself in some sense... or that they really 
don't understand me?

I can see this happening sometimes, but my body refuses to ask them 
what they really think, just as I refuse to enlighten immature people.  
And immature people seem to convey that they don't want to know about 
themselves.  And it seems like I really do want to know, so maybe I'm 
not really as immature as I seem.  But fate, doom, my body, know better 
than I do who I am, so it seems.

&

So what are we going to do with the property that we bought?  Are we 
going to build a palace for our love?  You say to me, "No, that's a 
temptation."  I don't understand how you know these things, but 
immediately after you say them, I know they are true.

&

I don't really know anything.  Everybody else knows things, and I learn 
from them.

&

It was late night and everything was empty in the concert hall.  I sat 
down in the seat and imagined the concert that had been there the night 
before.  There are some things that make a live impression on you, that 
set your brain in a little reverberant fever, and you have to let the 
infection run its course, and hopefully you aren't bound to that moment 
for the rest of your life, but maybe it is to be your fate and doom.

&

A restless person once was hovering around me, and I said "Please, 
could you have a seat?  You're driving me nervous!"  And they said "We 
are Legion, for we are many."

&

I got my cancer diagnosis and was thinking about the remaining days of 
my life.  Maybe I'd "beat cancer".  But I knew myself.  I probably 
wouldn't, because I kind of don't care.

&

Young animals skipping and playing in front of the prince.  The prince 
is wondering when his food is going to arrive.  The animals are meant 
to fill something inside of him, to access a particular part of his 
being, one which was supposed to be met by having children of his own.  
He sometimes pets the animals, but he's really thinking about the food 
he wants to eat.  Here I am, fanning him with a giant frond.

&

I went to Tokyo once, but it was pretty lame.  I wouldn't go there if I 
were you.  Save your money and do something really fun with it, like 
give it to homeless people and have a nice conversation with them.

&

Writing advice that has helped me and might help you: avoid going in 
for the kill except if you absolutely have to.

&

A cow came over to me and was nuzzling me.  "Aw, how sweet, you old 
cow!" I said, confident that the cow couldn't understand the words that 
I said and yet might feel in her heart a sense that she was loved by 
processing the tone of my voice with her brain.

&

The Epic of Gilgamesh was hanging out with the Book of Job one day.  
Gilgamesh kept wanting to go out in the back lot and build something 
awesome, but Job didn't have much energy.  Gilgamesh got bored and left 
Job, and Job was sad, because he knew Gilgamesh was going to go over to 
the modernists, who were just going to make fun of Gilgamesh behind his 
back and subtly and microaggressively undermine him, until he lost the 
ability to read Sumerian.

&

Can anyone tell me what I can do with a boiled potato?  Oh yes, you're 
right, I can eat it.  Or I could give it to you.  Here, have a boiled 
potato.  Now you can figure out if there's anything to do with it 
besides eating it, giving it away, throwing it away, or putting it back 
in the refrigerator.

&

Everybody knows the past really well, which is why everyone learns from 
it and doesn't repeat its mistakes.

&

I'm feeling slow-witted now.  I'm feeling sleepy.  It's that time of 
year, when the days get shorter and I just want to eat and sleep.  
That's all everything is.

&

It's always possible to get up and get a cup of water and take a sip.

&

I floated in the ocean, up and down, as the waves came through on their 
way to where they were to break.  I was sitting in the middle of my 
yellow ducky life preserver and I was enjoying the afternoon.

&

Knowing about surprises beforehand lessens the surprise.  I want to 
like surprises, but I'm learning that bad things happen from the 
violent unearthing that comes from bad surprises, and good surprises.  
Are they bad things, or are they things that are simply uncomfortable?  
I have to go now.  Something just came up, but I was kind of expecting 
it by this point.  I have to go call someone about this.

&

Nothing is ever the same.  You can't step in the same river twice.  You 
can't even step in it once.  You can't even step in it 0 times.  
You're always stepping in the river, every conceivable moment, in 
every conceivable way, and you are completely unaware of this.

&

When there's nothing left to do, one thing you can do is sign off, 
clock out, go to the hangout spot and knock back a couple of 
legally-obtained beverages with your compatriots.

&

Sometimes I get out all my VHS tapes and rewind them.  I like rewinding 
VHS tapes, because it prepares me for the moment that I can watch the 
tapes again.  I like to save up unrewound tapes and do them all at once.

&

Getting caught up in the moment is good but when the moment gets stale, 
it turns into slavery, or enslaving.

&

Am I ugly?  I try to be at least a little bit physically ugly.  If I 
were perfectly beautiful, I'd have to let everything else vary around 
that one constancy.

&

Power is a broken relationship.

&

The rose was growing next to the power outlet outside.  "Which of us is 
more powerful?" said the rose.  "You have the power to power toasters, 
washing machines, and electric cars.  But I have the power to mend a 
human heart."

"Zap zap zap zap.  Zap zap, zap zap zap.  Zap."  said the power outlet.

&

I sometimes test my reflexes by losing control of my environment and 
then preventing it from entirely falling apart.

&

If I caught the smell of trash near your house, it would probably give 
me a bad impression of what was going on.  I don't want your house to 
smell bad and give me a bad impression.  It's totally superficial, but 
it's your responsibility to make it so that your house doesn't smell 
bad, nor your front yard.

&

It's getting along to the time of the year when the trees shed their 
leaves, in the Northern Hemisphere.  Here in San Diego, winter never 
comes, and only a few trees even bother to lose their leaves.  These 
are the trees with principles, who will survive best in the midst of 
de-arborizing adversity.

&

I have been practicing my lassoing skills.  Guilders?  What are you 
talking about?  I am an aspiring cattle lord out on the wild frontier.  
If I can just learn to lasso properly, I can acquire a huge herd, by 
mostly honest means, and then from that I can migrate untrammeled 
across the prairie lands.  I will be able to add, to the cattle that I 
have, finite but respectable quantities of cattle every year, and I 
will walk through my herds and know that I have done what would make me 
a man.  And I love my cattle, and I name each and every one of them.  I 
want cattle for the sake of cattle.  And in this I find much more 
satisfaction than in the pursuit of dead, heavy guilders.

&

A prose poet once dabbled in iambic pentameter, but burned the piece of 
paper he wrote it on and then crumbled up all the ashes and put them in 
an urn and buried it in the back yard because it wasn't any good.

&

A tree growing in a forest is known by the other trees, but growing in 
the middle of the city, only photographers pay attention to it, and 
maybe 1 out of 20 children wandering by.

&

Everything changes a little bit and then decides to stay the same, 
after all.

&

My arm is starting to cramp from typing.  I've gotten to the point in 
my poem where they're climbing up to the "Fore-shorn shore of the 
clammy land of Perpetuum."

&

A rabid dog ran after me in the street.  I wish I could have reasoned 
with it, but instead I threw a rock at it and hit it on the head.  It 
was dazed, and I called animal control.  They took it away and killed 
it and warned people.  Where does rabies come from, these days?

&

I can't see anything from this mountaintop.  Nothing but the cloud I'm 
in.  No worries, though, I didn't bring my camera.  One misfortune 
ameliorates another.  So instead I'll go right back down without 
getting too cold.  This is what is known as "success".

&

Put up your guard, fight your desperate battle, win; and after that's 
all done, your citizens will adopt an ideology spontaneously and by the 
forces of history which causes them to open your borders anyway, under 
the watch of your official independence.

&

When I was younger, I used to like to hit the ball off the ground so it 
bounced on the wall, and then the ball would come back my way and I'd 
hit it again.  I counted how many times I could go.  How many times 
could I go?  I have a vague memory that sounds impressively high.  I 
think I impressed myself, I think I was focused.  Does it matter to me 
now?  I don't know, but I do know that when the ball got out of my 
control, I'd sometimes go running off after it, and then I'd reset and 
start again.

&

How did that sun get on the wall?  It keeps moving across the wall, 
even as I watch it.  The sun is in no way self-conscious.  We can't 
shame the sun.  It never blushes, although the moon does.

&

Can anyone tell me when the train comes?  I really want to get out of 
this town and go somewhere else.  No one has a train schedule, though.  
I sit here on this bench and look at the pigeons, as the bob their 
heads and walk around.  These pigeons could leave here anytime they 
want to, just fly away.  But they don't... oh, well, that one just did.

&

A bear and I were sitting on an ice floe.  

"Well." said the bear.  "I guess we're going to die."  

"Yep."  I said, "Looks like it."  

"I'm sorry," said the bear.  

"I'm sorry, too," I said.  "I guess after all those years of being 
enemies, we're going to die together, like friends."  

"Yep."  

"Well."

&VARIATIONS

&

I don't have any feelings for you right now, but I love you because 
later on I will.  What if love has nothing to do with feelings?  That 
sounds right.  I don't love you then, unless I do something to help you 
out out of pure commitment.  Am I doing that right now?  I'm not 
allowed to decide if that's the case.  Only you can decide that.  So 
then, you are the one who decides if I love you or not.

&

A snake got in my wall and ate the rat that was there.  Then the snake 
took a nap for a while.  Then it crawled into my room and freaked me 
out.  It looked at me and said "Sorry!" and slithered to the front 
door.  "Can you open this for me?", it said.  I opened the door, 
because it seemed like a pretty easy way to deal with the situation.

&

I feel my strength coming back.  Existential dread be gone!  It's not 
that time of morning anymore.

&

Creosote is something used to coat telephone poles.  Telephone poles 
are being chopped down, and the wood is being used to power the 
Internet.  But not by burning it, that's too last millennium.  This 
millennium, we use genetically engineered bacteria to digest the wood 
and produce a hydrocarbon fuel which can be burned in a closed 
environment so as to recapture the CO2 and produce electricity.  This 
whole process, so that we can have the Internet.

&

Jorge Luis Borges came up out of the grave and appeared to me as I was 
sitting at the table eating breakfast.  I was visibly startled and told 
him so.  "Ah yes, I am a frightening character, am I?"  "Oh no, Borges, 
you are a frightening author!"  He laughed at my joke and then 
dissolved into an ectoplasmic blob, ate some of my food, and 
disappeared.

&

Why am I wasting my life?  What is there for me to do?  I'm just 
sitting here in the niche, in the bucket, wasting my time.  But then I 
think about, what is it that I care about, other than living in my own 
reality, enjoying my bucket?  It's a pretty nice little well I live in. 
 Do I even really care about any of this?  I do -- please help me care. 
 If the real world isn't real to me, help me live in it anyway.

&

Can you gather roses in May?  I think, in this part of the world, you 
can pick them any time of year, but they have to be from your own 
garden.

&

Am I a good person or a bad person?  I don't know.  I don't know if I 
can say anything.  I can only exist.  I don't know if I can even exist.

&

I was pulling hard on the oars.  We were trying to move the trireme as 
fast as we could.  I knew that you were waiting for me on the island of 
Crete.  Unless you were lying about that in your last letter.  But you 
can lie to me all you want, as long as I can find you someday.

&

Someone from my past came up to me and it took me a second to remember 
who he was, and I was really happy to see him.  It wasn't weird at all. 
 We started up a friendship right then and there, just like I've done 
with all the other people I meet from my past randomly in the street.

&

I was going to eat the pear, but it was bruised, so I left it for 
someone else who was more conscientious than me.  They left it for yet 
a third person, who doesn't exist, and now it has rotted.  I hope that 
wasn't the pear that snapped something in the orchard-worker that will 
never be the same again.

&

I bought a grappling hook the other day, to see if I could illegally 
climb up the side of a building, get arrested, go to trial and take a 
plea deal so that I would be forced to do what my heart secretly loves, 
picking up trash for 100 hours and painting over graffiti for 50.

&

Does anyone understand the things that I say?  No?  Good... very good...

&

So I've still been thinking about this whole 'death of God' project.  
And now I'm thinking I need to somehow augment my brain capacity.  I 
tried using a dictionary, where I learned the word "augment", but it 
just made me tired.  The dictionary is too hard to use!  I need 
something magical.

I know better than to ask Venus for help, because she's already given 
me the guilders, and so the rest is up to me.  But I feel like I need 
something godlike here.  And so I think, okay, there's also Mars and 
Pluto.  Venus, Mars, Pluto.  That's it.  Three gods.  I don't want to 
get mixed up with Mars or Pluto.  So no gods for me.  I need help from 
magicians.

&

Poseidon was said to be the god of the sea and of earthquakes.

&

I get my medications in the mail sometimes.  Sometimes I go into the 
pharmacy.

&

When a few people saw me at the game, the other day, they assumed I was 
there because I wanted to see you in the stands.  But I wasn't there 
for that reason.  I'm not sure why I was there.  Maybe I was there to 
watch the team win.  But I know that you're somewhere in the stands, 
rooting for the same team as me.  But that's not necessarily why I'm 
here.  I don't know why I'm here.

&

And the reason why I say all these complicated things about you is 
because I love you.

&

I'm wearing my backpack, something which I got at a store at a steep 
discount.  I'm walking over the hill.  At the other side of the hill, 
I'm going to cross an intersection and then make my way along a mesa.  
Eventually, atop this urbanized plateau, I'm going to come to a store 
where they sell nostalgic goods.  They have harpoons, monkey jackets, 
saddles, wagon wheels, and old-fashioned candy.

&

If a dog is curious, he or she investigates.  Humans have a bit more 
reserve, sometimes.

&

I yoked myself to a giant wheel of cheese and rolled down the hill and 
people chased after me.  I paid 500 Great British Pounds for the 
privilege.  The old traditions are adapting to the times.

&

I have to memorize things for my job.  I'm always memorizing things for 
my job.  And then I forget things.  But I've heard that you never 
really forget things, that everything is in you somewhere.

I know that hypnotists can get some of these memories out.  And as I 
think about hypnotists, I wonder, what if a hypnotist could get me to 
feel deep feelings of enjoyment at my job?

&

I haven't seen everything yet, but just in case, I'm already working on 
forgetting things I've already seen.

&

Graph paper is pretty useful.  I've used it to measure out the rooms in 
my house, to plan changes from top down.  I wonder if I'll become an 
architect someday.  I know I'm already 33 years old, but in this 
economy, you always need to be thinking about what's around the corner.

&

I think it's time to water the fields.  With our new drip irrigation 
system, we can save water and leave more for the Imperial Valley.

&

When my wife woke up in the middle of the night with pain in her 
abdomen, I immediately suspected appendicitis, but only because I'd had 
it myself just last year.

&

Can anything become easy?  Why is it that there's always a cross to 
bear?  I guess, if there's always a cross to bear, and we say that 
there's always a cross to bear, then when we bear it, it seems like 
it's part of reality.  And that's good.  Why can't reality just be 
different, though?

&

I'm down to my last guilder.  I wonder if I should go back out to 
Venus.  But I haven't remotely gotten the job done that I set out to 
do.  Would Venus kill me for my incompetence?  No, that's more of a 
Pluto thing to do.  She would just reject me.  With a mortal woman, 
it's necessary for there to be some kind of relationship to develop 
over time in order for a rejection to really mess you up and give you 
complexes, but Venus, as a goddess, can construct this inner 
representation of her in a matter of seconds, by certain subtle facial 
features and inviting tones of voice and well-chosen and well-timed 
words, and then immediately after, destroy you.  I can't face her.  So 
I decide to do the only thing that makes any sense to a money-lover, 
like me.  I am going to flee the country.

&

"Don't be too honest.  Nobody wants to see who you really are."  Okay, 
then I guess we can't be friends.

&

Some people who read this will think that it's fiction, some will think 
it's fact.  Some will identify with it, and some will not.  What would 
it be like if I met someone who was going through the same thing I was? 
 Would I recognize them?  Would either of us signal our inner state?  
Would we care?  Would it even matter?

&

I don't know why I'm here in the underpass.  Am I here to do an 
acoustical experiment?  Am I here to meet a friend?  Am I here to ride 
my bike through the tunnel at full speed, yelling, "LIBERTY!!!!!"?  My 
mind keeps thinking of possibilities, but none of them has that 
satisfying stamp of approval gut feeling that comes when I really 
remember why it was I came into a room.

&

"Don't be sad," she advised me.  "Don't cry."  Why was I crying?  
I couldn't remember anymore, but that didn't really matter.  I was 
already crying and I would cry some more.

&

I tried yelling at you from across a crowded room, but you don't expect 
me to yell, so you didn't recognize my voice.  You thought I was 
somebody loud.

&

Whoa! A pile of bricks suddenly fell over.  Why would it do something 
like that?  I must keep my eyes open for some kind of intruder.

&

Oppositional defiant disorder was kind of fun in middle school and on 
into high school, but it was less fun in the workplace.  Unlike in 
school, I just got fired.

&

I broke a porcelain vase and replaced it with a clay pot.  Nobody 
noticed, because no one pays attention.  I was really happy.

&

I am not too fond of ugly cities.  But then, how many billions of 
dollars would it take to make my city really beautiful?  I don't have 
that much money.

&

Here I am at work, on my break.  It's pretty okay.  It could be worse.

&

I would consider everyone a friend, but there are certain problems with 
that, which I've uncovered through years of painstaking research.

&

I caught the Trolley at the Encanto station and rode up to La Mesa, and 
walked around, looking at the different shops.  Where had I come from?  
Home, long ago.  Where was I going to?  A wild place, many years from 
now.

&

If you can grasp a concept at an early age, that's good, I guess, but 
maybe it would have been better when you were older, so that you didn't 
relegate it to the past, 10 years before you really needed it.

&

I stood on the edge of the Grand Canyon, looking all the way down to 
the valley floor.  In just 45 days, I would be at the bottom, having 
done "the snake" down the switchbacks.  No one was going to do anything 
about it.

&

I want this to be over, but I have to keep going.  Everything can be 
recorded, but the recorded life is other than the real life.  You can't 
talk about real life.

&

I typed a poem on my laptop and showed it to my girlfriend.  She wanted 
to know what it meant, but I didn't know, myself.  So she figured out 
what it meant, but now she won't tell me.  She says if I knew I would 
change, in a bad way.

&

I have bradycardia sometimes and tachycardia other times.  It's okay, 
it's not at a level that is likely to kill me any time too soon.

&

I tried a new recipe.  It was tasty, but unnecessary.  I wondered if 
anyone was going to tell me what was really necessary.  I knew that I 
couldn't figure it out on my own.

&

I put on some bugspray the other day.  I like bugs, and I don't mind 
them landing on me, but some of them bite me, and I'm not invincible.

&

Sometimes you get over things one way, but not another.  You go through 
the process of grief, but when you're done, you always miss the person 
who's gone.

&

One time a crab and a dolphin were both in the same tank at the aquatic 
life park.  They didn't really have a whole lot to do with each other.

&

If you fake poverty for long enough, people will be very surprised 
when, when you die, you leave a large fortune to a charitable 
foundation.  They will be utterly surprised and wonder why you did it.  
Your dead body will hold back its secrets, and they will assume one of 
two things: that you were a virtuous, hard-working person, or that you 
got stuck in a habit and it happened to be one that people could love 
and respect.

&

I don't know why I'm doing what I'm doing.  I hope it's for the 
greater good.  I don't know, I at least leave that open as a 
possibility.

&

A carbon-based lifeform came up to me and asked me if I would dance.  I 
said, "Most certainly, if you don't mind dancing with a silicon-based 
life form."  "Not at all," she said, "I relish the challenge."  We 
danced for two songs and then parted and I didn't see her again until 
the end of the night.  She said "It was very diverse dancing with you" 
and I said "It was very diverse, /for me/, dancing with /you/."  I was 
calculating, and she was bonding.

&

Why am I at work?  Why, why, why, why?  Ugh, I want to die.  Please 
clock, save me.  Ugh, ugh, ugh.  I don't even like money anymore.  
Money is stupid.  I would rather starve in the streets.  I'm working, 
working, going through the motions, no longer alive.  This is dumb and 
I hate it.  I'm going to quit this job and never work again.  My 
stomach hurts.

Oh hey, it's 5 o'clock.  Huh.  That wasn't so bad.  Yeah, I mean, I 
guess work's kind of bad sometimes, but it's necessary and gives me a 
sense of accomplishment.  

&

Adjust your expectations so that I can acquiesce to them later.  Retool 
your thinking to be in a form I don't know how to say "no" to.  Catch 
me up with no regard to who I really am, in a way that my flesh finds 
entirely compelling, even, dare I say it, yummy.

&

I got some barium in the mail.  You want to watch me fry it up in the 
skillet with onions?

&

I sit at my spinet, in the quiet of my empty house.  It is the 
afternoon, and the sun gets halfway through the curtains onto a 
different part of the room, but I am in the dimmer part.  I play this 
piano, and people from far away can't hear me and don't applaud.

&

A counter-cultural person once advised me to quit my job and just live. 
 I asked him what he meant by "live", and he just said words.  But then 
I thought, that's the same as anyone could offer me why to work.  
Words... and money.

&

Sometimes I worry about what would happen if someone stole my backpack 
and used my manuscripts to start fires.  It could happen at any moment. 
 But I don't worry about the fact that I could unexpectedly die, and 
certainly will die someday, expected or not.  That would be a problem, 
too.

&

When you get my call on the phone, I hope you don't silence the call.  
I don't do that very much, but then, I don't have as strong of 
boundaries as you do.  You're going to pick up the call and I'll be 
kind of surprised, and have nothing to say.  And then you'll say, 
"Please call later, when you have something to say.  My mom said if you 
don't have something nice to say, hang up the phone.  I need to get 
back to my life."

&

If everyone I knew could rush ahead to the finish line, we could all go 
together.  And we could talk to each other, at the finish line.  And 
maybe that's the point of running a race, to get from point A to point 
B and then talk about it.

&

The last time I did drugs, I was pretty young and I'm never going to do 
them again.  Instead, I'm going to become intoxicated on life itself.

&

I climbed up to the top of the jungle gym when I was in second grade.  
From my commanding location, I could observe the movement of the enemy 
troops from the backstop over to our territorial possessions at the 
four-square courts.  I called out to me friends below that there was a 
territorial incursion and they gathered together to confront the 
intruders on our land.  

At this point, when I get into stuff like this, it's called "gang 
violence".

&

I'm not sure I'm really getting anything done at work today, but I'm 
putting in my time, and that's what's really important.

&

Tightrope walking is an okay thing to do but you have to work up to it. 
 Only when you are fully confident and have a good track record 
slacklining should you even consider walking from one tall building to 
the other.  Wisdom comes from a sagacious imagination.

&

I guaranteed you a good deal, and did you get it?  I think you did get 
a good deal, on the winter squash that I sold you.  You didn't get 
sick.  You dug the seeds out and roasted them.  You roasted the "flesh" 
of the squash as well.  You had a nice dinner.

&

If I tried to sleep with someone else, I wouldn't get enough rest.  So 
I sleep by myself.

&

Can anyone be my friend?  I guess so.  But not everyone.

&

I'll send you a message in the mail.  I know that's what you like.  
You like handwriting, little stickers on the paper, my best smiley face 
emoticons or my stupid untrained doodle-sketches.

&

I personally have nothing against driverless cars.  I would just want 
to take things one step further so that there are more carless roads 
and roadless cities and cityless counties and countyless countries and 
countryless continents and giant goopy space orb volcanic rocks in 
space that don't have any continents.

&

Sometimes the sky gets pretty grey and I have to find a new way to be 
happy.  The sky can be blueforever and it can be greyforever.  And if 
it's greyforever, you can get beyond things in a certain way.

&

I care a lot about appearances.  I'm not sure that's a good thing.  
But I don't really know how to be otherwise.  I can't get my 
caring-about-appearances to conform to appearances despite its ill 
appearance.

&

I'm not here anymore.  I'm in a different state.  You can't see me!

&

Reality is filtered out of me through a typewriter, and reality even 
comes back to me through a typewriter.

&

I put my socks on, one foot at a time.  Then I put my shoes on, one 
foot at a time.  Then I walk forward, one foot at a time.  Then I step 
in a puddle on the sidewalk, one foot at a time.

&

Somewhere inside this tell, there is a piece of trash from the ancient 
days which we will now find very valuable, which will tell us who we 
were deep in the past.  For this reason, I never clean my room.

&

It all depends on how you tell the story.  If you tell a story right, 
you can leave in all the details but people won't feel about the 
details the way that they otherwise would.  You can mention something 
serious as though it were funny and people will kind of laugh even 
though it's not that funny.  You'll stupefy them and satisfy them.

&

Not giving people the wrong impression, when it goes stale, is 
defensiveness and manipulation.  How can I stay fresh?

&

I saw a shark in a one-shark-feeding-frenzy down at the aquatic life 
park.  The little fishes that it was trying to eat just kind of swam 
away a little way and looked at it and kind of moved their fins and 
mouths.  The shark was eating a lot of water and a few fish.  We were 
fascinated, watching this.  Why would an animal go crazy for food?  
That makes no sense at all.  You should spread out your meals over the 
course of the day.  Human beings never do anything remotely like this.

&

Can anyone go with me when I go to die?  No, I say to myself, Don't be 
so dramatic.  You're not going to die.

&

We sat in the corner office, passing the time as the workday went on.  
It was like this sometimes.  Sometimes the company gave us little 
dividends of vacation in the afternoons.  But we had to stay at the 
office in case any rush orders hit all of a sudden.  We liked to call 
this arrangement "undertime".  We started off trying to do productive 
things in this downtime, and then fun things, but now we just squander, 
murder, and evaporate time.  We were playing Crazy Eights the other day 
and got bored of even that.  Even that!

&

Who am I?  Where do I come from?  What is the operating principle 
behind who I am?  I'm pretty sure if my battery ever dies and I lose 
all my memory, it will be okay, and someone can recreate me from first 
principles, although many of the details will never be quite as good.

&

A turtle was caught speeding on his bicycle.  He was kind of angry 
because he was only going 5 miles per hour.  But then he came to 
understand that that's too fast to go on the boardwalk at Turtle Beach.

&

Somehow, if you're the kind of person who values beauty, you're the 
kind of person who makes sure your own house is beautiful but 
unobtrusive.  To militantly demand beauty everywhere... hmm... is that 
a viable strategy?

&

I'm struggling to come up with a positive thing to say.  Okay, I will 
say that love is a good thing.  Good luck in your long journey of 
discovering how you're self-deceived about love.

&

Can you ever get a free lunch?  I've heard that there's no such thing 
as a free lunch.  I don't know if that's true or not.  What if I 
tried to see if I could disprove that?  How?  By offering you, and you 
alone, my peanut butter sandwich, no strings attached.  Oh, but you 
might be appreciative to me.  Okay, what if I offered it to a robot?  
The robot is only programmed to convert peanut butter sandwiches into 
energy, in fact, let's model the robot with an oven that incinerates 
sandwiches.  But then I might as well just throw my sandwich in the 
fire.  Which I just did.  That was kind of fun.

Hmmm, so now I'm still trying to figure out if there's such a thing 
as a free lunch.  I don't know.  If I could somehow offer someone a 
free lunch, wouldn't I be trying to prove that there is such a thing as 
a free lunch?  So then that would be something I was getting out of it. 
 But what if the other person wanted to prove that there was such a 
thing as a free lunch?  And they had no personal connection to me?  
They were like you when you have those episodes where you don't want to 
see me for who I really am and you just work and think about the truth 
and how to make things better for all people on earth.  In that kind of 
circumstance, if I gave you a peanut butter sandwich, you would get 
something out of it rhetorically, and so would I.  So then I didn't get 
the rhetorical satisfaction from you.  Um... yeah.  I'm getting bored 
too.  Oh, you say you're in that mood where all you want to do is think 
and work?  Okay, I'll leave you alone, and long for tomorrow or 
tomorrow's tomorrow when you are in love with me again.

&

I work so hard for the things I'll never have.  Isn't that crazy?  I 
think I just like working.

&

One time, I rode on a magic carpet from Carpinteria to the Carpathian 
Mountains.  I can't tell you about either place because I didn't 
actually go to either of them.

&

Temptations are great.  Ra ra ra.  Life is a precious gift and lots of 
fun.  Yippee.  Lazing around is awesome.  Oh yeah, sure.  Joy is joyful 
and water is wet.

&

I had an ice cream cone once.  So I know what you're talking about.  
Ice cream is pretty amazing.

&

I propped a door open with a book.  Which book did I use?  An 
encyclopedia?  A college yearbook?  A book of poetry from all around 
the world?  A manual for MS-DOS?  A scrapbook?  A cookbook?  The book 
to a Broadway show?  All of my social media account data printed on a 
print-on-demand site and piled up?

No, I was wrong, it wasn't a book.  It was a rock.  And now that the 
door is open, it lets a draft in.

&

I don't think I'm cut out for this job.  I like working a lot, but I 
don't think this one is the one for me.  So I'm quitting before you 
fire me.  But if you happen to lay me off instead, I won't say no.  Let 
me know what works best for you.

&

A blueberry muffin appeared on my plate when I wasn't looking.  Was it 
magic?  Or was it you who brought it there?

&

You never knew me when I was my real self.  You never knew me as a true 
bus driver.  You could tell that the whole time, I was paying off my 
debt.  You knew, but you didn't know that you knew.  But now that I've 
paid off my debt, I am truly myself.

&

Am I happy?  I'm grinning.

I'm actually not grinning.  But we could call this happiness, the 
happiness of the final 100 meters.

&

I hope that my dark fantasies are my dark fantasies which exhaust the 
imagination in such a way that reality isn't much to think about, but 
is good in a lasting way.

&

A carousel was spinning around, doing its thing.  It had animals on it, 
and there were a few kids riding on the animals.  What a trippy 
experience for those kids.

&

I'm getting to the point where I'm not scraping the bottom of the 
barrel, but I'm scraping the layer of "the good stuff" that's just 
above the bottom of the barrel.  It's probably just as well that this 
is the end.  

&

I caught someone catching fish in private waters.  How indignant I was! 
 How foul-tempered.  I think I was just being angry to be angry.

&

I got in a trolley car all by myself.  I was 13 years old.  I walked 
slowly on, hoping not to attract attention.  I knew that outwardly I 
was still a child, but inwardly I had continued my life many years past 
my prime.

Suddenly a fight broke out in the trolley car, and I went up to the 
back and hid, suddenly 10 years old again.  Then I started being 13 
again, and then 14, looking back at the men beating each other 
savagely.  Why were they fighting?  Who could do anything?  The trolley 
went on to the next stop.  I didn't dare get off, but someone else had 
called 911 and by the next stop or two there were transit police there 
to break up the fight.  What were they fighting over?  I think it was 
something personal.

&

I can endure anything but silence.

&

I climbed a tree once to see what was on the other side.  I saw a 
house, and was able to look straight in its second-story window.  I saw 
no one in there, but I saw a TV playing.  The TV was playing a movie 
that I had seen before, but I couldn't remember what it was called.  
Now I really want to rent that movie on VHS and curl up in front of the 
VCR-TV-combo and watch it all night long.  But I never figured out what 
movie it was, so I can't, and now I'm dissatisfied for literally the 
rest of my life.

&

See, not everything is bad on a bad day.  Not everything is focused on 
a focused day.

&

I try not to stare into my closet, so that I do not make my clothes 
(which aren't clothing anyone) embarrassed.

&

I check my watch even more than I used to, now that I want to sleep, 
more so than when I wanted to get off work and run around and do things.

&

A corner market was selling me something good: spicy candy on a stick.  
I talked to the gal at the cash register, and she smiled at me.  Things 
were looking pretty good but then a stray dog came up to me and looked 
at me pleadingly.  That wasn't too bad, but I wanted the candy for 
myself.  So I walked away and the dog followed me, and then I was 
wondering what I could possibly do with the dog.  Then another stray 
dog came up and started fighting with the dog that followed me, but 
they still both were following me as they were fighting.  I kept going, 
wondering what to do, when a falcon came down and landed on the hand 
that wasn't holding the spicy candy.  And then I finished eating the 
spicy candy and I found a trash can and threw the stick away, and then 
another falcon landed on my other hand.  And two more stray dogs joined 
my train, and they were kind of snapping at each other and following 
me.  And then a third falcon tried to descend on my hand, but that just 
caused the falcon on that hand to fly away in the air and the usurping 
falcon rested on my hand, until the falcon in the air usurped it back 
and they were doing this loop.  And this whole time I was walking, 
trying to figure out what to do.  My day was getting really 
complicated.  But it was pretty nice when I bought the candy and the 
gal at the corner market smiled at me.  I mean, I could be having a 
worse day.

&

I can work 8 hours a day, but what's really hard is taking 8 hours off.

&

I have gone through the variations 14 or 15 or 16 times.  How many more 
times will I do this?  Can this ever be known in advance?  Can I 
intend?  Can I make promises to myself?  I don't know.  All I know is 
it's hard work picking bullets out of bullet-wounds.

&

I'm constantly surprised.  It's a mental condition I have.  Life 
isn't really interesting.  I get burned out on the brain chemicals that 
come from surprise.  You think my life is great because I have this 
superpower?  No, you're wrong.  It stinks.  It's worthless.  There's 
nothing good about life.  Your life either.  I'm depressed.

&

The sunset is beautiful and detaches my life from the visible world.

&

I think if I just run over one more hill, I'll find the hill with the 
flagpole, and I can attach my flag to the flagpole and run it up in the 
air so that other people can see that I've won the race.

Okay, so it's the next hill, then...

&

Do people want me to live or die?  Most of them don't think about me, 
which I guess is okay.

&

What if you read my mind at random?  Ah the games we played back when 
our lives were identified with the visible world.

&

We got there late, but the party had just begun.  How strange how 
things work.  We got inside and you showed us to the kitchen where we 
put down our contribution to the revels: my classic /salsa borracha/.  
Then we sat down on the couch, listening to music, and talking about 
random things.  I learned that you recently started taking a pottery 
class.  I tried to be interested, and I was, but I wasn't.

&

One time in my life, just once, I saw a horse chase a dog.

&

So do you want all of my possessions in exchange for the mysterious 
wooden box, or just half of them?  I can do all of them, if you want.  
No big deal.

&

If no one knows your phone number, you're in luck: nobody will call you 
up in the middle of the night to connect with you in a deep and 
meaningful way.

&

If I told you my name, would you respect me any more?  It's not that my 
name is embarrassing, it's just that I wouldn't seem quite as much 
like nobody.

&

A shooting star went across the sky in the dark morning.  "It's my 
lucky day", I thought, but work has been awful.  Maybe my lucky day 
will be when I get off work and go home and see you for the first time, 
except for that moment I saw you in the dark, lying on your back, 
breathing, your face lined, at peace for another half-hour before your 
alarm went off.

&

I put forth a lot of effort sometimes, but don't take it personally.  
It's not a comment about you, it's just how I am, what I have to do 
with all the energy inside me.

&

Don't get me wrong, I love freedom.  I live my whole life to someday be 
free.  If you get the chance, take your freedom.  But freedom, when it 
grows stale, becomes power and power, as it grows staler, more and more 
hardens your eyes.

&

If I pocket the difference, can I add everything together so that I 
understand the numbers?  I'm sorry, I was just saying words.  What I 
mean to say is, I love you.

&

I saw someone I thought I knew but it didn't make any sense because he 
was dead.  Right?  That's the only way anything makes sense.

&

The breeze brings us news of faraway places.  Just listen to it: you 
can hear it saying "Pools of air have descended through the mountains 
northeast of here, heating and drying as they descend.  Also, the Queen 
of England is not amused."

&

Can we can enough food to make it through the winter?  We don't know 
how to can.  We've been spoiled.

&

Hello, little bird, what are you up to?  You are brown, turning your 
head like a gun turret.  You find something to eat in the grass and 
move on.

&

I bring nothing to the table, and the table brings nothing to me.  The 
table and I sit in the room, and I look at it hoping nothing specific 
related to it, just with a background hope.

&

Do you understand why 1 plus 1 equals 2?  I understand why it has to be 
that way, just based on how we define "1", "plus", "equals", 
and "2".  Sort of.  Not really.

&

The dragon's breath smells terrible.  It's worse to love a dragon 
than to fight a dragon.

&

Don't let things collapse in on you.  Make them collapse outward, so 
that you're safe.

&

The police cordoned off the area around my neighbor's house, but I just 
went inside my own.  Nothing to see out there, everything to see in 
here.

&

If something quiet could help me, maybe it would tell me how to be 
calm.  If I'm calm, then everything is better.  My panic is not 
necessary.  I can just be calm.  The calm voice says that it will 
always speak outside my window, it is the bird that is oblivious to 
whatever it is that threatens me, that will perch and tilt its head and 
sing, innocently, mindlessly, obliviously.  That little bird is a 
living, experiencing reality, which has nothing to do with my reality, 
just like pure Being that is entirely useless to me, but which I guess 
(though I can hardly believe it) is the entirety of all that actually 
is.

&

I'm not the first person to enter this cave.  I know this because I've 
heard a lot of people talking about it before, and I can see grubby 
fingerprints all over the priceless 20,000-year-old artwork on the wall.

&

One time we gut-bombed with some delicious horseradish-based Japanese 
food.  It was so good that we rolled up into balls and rolled down the 
hill.  And then magical people gathered around us and sparkled.  And 
then we collected at the bottom of the hill and drained into a room 
full of cots.  We slept for 48 hours.

&

Some people say, trust in God.  Yes, I'll do that eventually.  But not 
yet, for some reason.

&

In the early 19th century, the New Madrid earthquake was so powerful 
that the Mississippi River flowed in reverse.

&

It's kind of refreshing to know that even if everything I used to talk 
about is as true as ever, it doesn't really matter.

&

I got a grease stain on my pants, and I was thinking "What a waste of 
good grease, to envelop it in pants."

&

A gas molecule said to another gas molecule "How's it hanging?"  And 
they laughed and laughed because they're gas molecules and they have 
nothing better to do, other than just randomly running into things at 
high speeds.

&

I kept my furs in a pile inside my fort, hoping that the customers 
would come to me.  I heard that most of the time, a great deal of the 
time, you have to go out to meet your customer where they are, but I'm 
hoping I'm the exception.

&

A terrible man came into the office the other day.  He wasn't evil, he 
was bad.  He wanted us to sign off on something he was doing.  He's 
like a contractor or something.  I got the paper, and I was kind of 
confused.  I know we have a business relationship with him, but what he 
was talking about didn't make any sense.  So I invited him into our 
office and played tiddly-winks with him and got him to unwind a little 
bit, and then he realized, you know what, that was all a bad idea.  I 
think he was just really stressed out, so he forced himself to think of 
an idea and it turned out bad.  He was really nice, and I wished him 
well.  We all have our off-days.

&

A charismatic preacher got me into a state once.  Iowa.  That was a 
good state, with all the trees and fields.  I had a nice summer in Iowa 
because of the fiery guilt and release that drove me to participate in 
a tent evangelism campaign in the Hawkeye State in the 1960s.

&

Nobody stepped on my toes while we were playing barefoot soccer.  
That's pretty good, because if that happens one more time, I'm never 
going to exercise again.

&

Maybe I should exercise today.  Exercise is proven to bring more oxygen 
to the brain, to lengthen life, to damage your body when you do it too 
much.

&

My car wouldn't start, so I called you up to see if you could give me a 
lift to work.  "Well..." you said, "Okay, yeah, I can do that".  You 
got there kind of late and I asked what happened and you said you 
needed to find something for when you went to work right after you 
dropped me off.  And I said "Oh, okay", and I was late to work and my 
boss noticed.  But I didn't say anything to you at the time.

&

If we can't become tired, would that be a good thing or a bad thing?  I 
would think at first that it would be a good thing, because being tired 
can be a real drag.  But then, if you had infinite energy, wouldn't you 
just do the same dumb things over and over and never stop?  Nah, maybe 
I would, but you wouldn't.  You would learn how to do things in an 
efficient way just for the beauty of efficiency.  So you can have 
endless fatiguelessness, but it's not for me.  Give me fatigue, or give 
me death!

&

Have you ever considered something that was so strange, it made you 
dizzy?  I've considered a lot of things like that, and then passed them 
up.

&

I got on a train the other day and I was looking around for where I 
left my wallet.  My wallet's pretty important to me.  It has that 
picture in it of you and me, the one that I use to remind me what a big 
mistake I made when I gave you up.  /Memento mori/.  Oh here, I found 
my wallet.  Oh, here's your phone number.  Why am I calling you all of 
a sudden?  /Carpe diem/.  /Dulce et decorum est/.  These are some Latin 
phrases I learned in high school.

&

What if your goal was to be as selfish as could be, and you 
not-so-guiltily allowed yourself to help other people, and rationalized 
it, talking about your limits as a person and how your life had to have 
balance?

&

All the controversy, both sides of it, all the controversies and their 
sides, all the mistakes and the best practices, form a totality.  And 
yes, there is something other than the totality.  And even that doesn't 
really matter.

&

The world would be better off if people could pick A, or B.  Someone 
said that the other day.  A, or B.  Which will it be?  It's best if 
everyone picks one or the other.  Which will it be?

&

I never really liked playing chess, not because I didn't have the mind 
for it, but because I have too much the mind for it, and I'm either 
repressing my obsessive instinct to look ahead and crush and dominate, 
or I'm giving into it, making myself bug-eyed.

&

A creative person once told me "You're standing in my sunlight", so I 
stepped away, immediately.

&

Death wouldn't be so terrifying if it weren't death.  If there was 
some kind of afterlife, wouldn't that be great?  But I don't let myself 
believe in that.  I don't really know why.  But it seems like the wrong 
thing to do.  Maybe I know for a fact that there is no afterlife.  Or 
maybe the epistemic structures that evolved to help me pass on my genes 
did not evolve to understand what didn't help them to get my kind to 
pass on their genes, and an afterlife never reached into this life to 
help genes get passed on.

&

When we stopped to think about it, nothing made sense.  So we kept 
going.

&

I asked someone I knew a question and she said "Absolutely."  Then just 
to test her I asked her the same question and she said "Try again."  I 
asked her, "Are you just a Magic 8 Ball?" and she said "No."  And 
then I asked her again and she said, "Please stop asking questions."

&

The irrigation system worked as planned and our plants will be able to 
weather another week under the sun.

&

And then I heard something happen that I didn't expect, but it was far 
away, in someone else's life, so it didn't really surprise me.

&

A restroom over in the palace says "Employees must wash their hands 
before returning to the prince's service".  Everything that is done in 
the palace is done in the prince's service.

&

There are two voices in my head, and these voices argue with each 
other.  Do you think I would have two voices that would agree with each 
other?  If they did, they would just sink into their mutual 
subjectivity, binge-watching a streaming video service and ordering 
take-out.

&

Everyone knows something they aren't willing to say to someone else.  
Some people know this thing they aren't willing to say, and some people 
only discover 5 minutes too late.

&

A hidden angel entered with a clear message.  "Don't be afraid.  I have 
come to tell you that you were chosen to do something very important 
for your people.  You are going to become an aide to the president and 
then tell her about your people.  She won't realize it's you.  She'll 
be in one of her trances."

&

If anyone tells you the news of my death, check with at least one other 
person first before you grieve.  It's possible there are false 
informers out there.  On the other hand, knowing you, you'll probably 
think "He died?  Hm.  Okay." and move on with your Internet chores and 
relaxations.

&

Something fell down but I didn't care.  Something is always falling 
down.  Let it fall.  Even though they fall at random, my brain gets 
used to them and I know just when they're going to fall, at least, it 
feels that way.  I go over and put them back up on the wall and go on 
with my day.  No big deal.

&

I lit a house on fire for fun, and then the house grew back and 
disciplined my soul in return and then I grew back and cut a hole in 
the wall of the house, which let me get in the crawlspace underneath 
and then the house let out a yawn and fell asleep.  And I tried to wake 
it up, but I couldn't.  Have you ever tried to wake up a house?

&

I sat down to rest after a hard day's work, and suddenly the door 
slammed shut.  Had I left it open?  Was it the wind that closed it?  
No, I saw a rough-looking man walking strongly around my house!  I 
cowered against the wall, unable to think of anything else to do.  He 
came up to me and said, "Where do you hide your money?"  And I said, 
"Um, in the chest under my bed..." and he said "Go get it" and I went 
to my room with the cold steel of his battle axe whiffing through the 
air behind me and pointlessly nicking my wooden walls, and I got my 
chest out, opened it up and he said, "Show it to me" and I did, and he 
looked at it and said,  "Okay, I'll take it.  Thank you."  And I said 
"You're welcome, any time!" and on the way out he said "Thank you for 
letting me into your home.  It's very well-kept."  And I said, "Oh, 
thank you!  The pleasure was mine."

And he went his way, and I went back to my house, trying to make sense 
of what he did, and what I did.

&

I can't believe that there's more time left, but I can continue on in 
each moment, and not turn away.

&

I can't remember the last time I went to the zoo.  Did any of you go 
with me the last time I went to the zoo?  If you did, you would be able 
to remember when that was.  I don't think I could do the same favor for 
you, unfortunately.  I certainly can't in this case.

&

A galleon traveled across the sea, just being the most modern and 
mundane technology of its day, nothing romantic or old-timey about it.

&

I got a seat on the bus, and I was pretty happy to have gotten it.  The 
bus gets pretty crowded on this route, and it's pretty tiring to stand 
the whole way.

&

Maybe it wasn't the greatest idea, but I have gone through the 
variations for the 17th or 18th time.  So many times... It won't be 
long till I'm done with them for good, because life is short.  Don't 
be alarmed, I won't die.  The variations are only a microcosm of life.  
Just as every day begins with a birth out of nothing and dies with a 
return to nothing, so does every testing and project of searching out.  
But even so, the end is near because life is short, and yet stuffed 
full of work.

&

Other people's help won't solve your problems.  You still have to 
solve your own problems, because you are an adult.  Other people's help 
isn't that great.  But as an adult, you need to not be 
self-sufficient.  You need to humble yourself before both masters.

&

I had some chamomile tea once.  It was pretty weird.  I don't think I 
like chamomile tea, and I'm never going to try it again.

&

I catch my reflection in the mirror, the mirror I ought to use while 
putting on makeup but which I never do use.  What does this mirror tell 
me about myself?  I see the fatigue in my face, and the smears of 
mascara.  I should really get in the habit of using a mirror when I put 
on makeup.

&

These are my usual excuses, my usual reasons to run away, my attempts 
to self-defend.  You don't want any of my B.S., I know.  But I don't 
trust your anti-B.S. demands.  Your anti-B.S. says "There's nothing but 
your B.S." knowing that I want to get rid of all my B.S. because I'm a 
perfectionist.  And maybe it's B.S. to keep looking around for other 
things to think about when anti-B.S. calls out my B.S.  But what is 
your anti-B.S. really interested in?  It wants me to do what I really 
mean to do, what's really natural, yes, but it so happens that that 
decision goes along with what you want, with your insistent non-B.S. 
which is yet not necessarily trustworthy.  It's nice to find someone 
who is truly No B.S., but then, you could still be wrong.  Maybe I have 
a true voice which is too quiet for you to hear.

&

After my week-long break, I may find the variations continuing, but I 
will probably find no need to tell you about it.  Or maybe I won't go 
through them ever again, my entire life.  It's up to me, and it's 
something beyond my control.

&

I sat next to the mountain brook, my heart at peace.  The brook was 
rushing down the slope, as fast as it could, full and wild, from the 
snowmelt.  It was playing and laughing and crazy, but I was completely 
at peace.

&

I feel fairly relaxed right now, which is good, because when I'm tense, 
I hurt my hands when playing the piano or typing on the keyboard or 
gripping the steering wheel of my cliff-destined car or whatever it is 
I do to relax.

&

I don't get troubled too often, except, all the time.

&

If someone yelled "Stop!" at me, would I listen?  I think it depends on 
if their bodies were open to communication to the people around them.  
If they were, then they'd hardly need to yell, and I'd hear.  But if 
they were closed off, they could scream at the top of their lungs and 
it wouldn't register.  We can hear the social, interpersonal, spiritual 
reality of other people in an unconscious way.  The compression of air 
is only half of the sound of a human voice.

&

Maybe appearances are exactly what we should care about, that is, the 
way things are is sometimes exactly the way they appear.

&

A candy apple sits on the dining room table.  I am not in the mood to 
eat it, not anymore, not after all that saltwater taffy I ate.  I guess 
I'll have to put it back in the fridge and wonder what might have been.

&

I can see how technology could solve all my problems.  Technology could 
make it so that there are no mornings.

&

I perfected the art of meowing like a cat.  I then perfected the art of 
meowing like a cat so that cats would seek me out.  I got four cats to 
follow me.  They followed me down to the canyon face.  I scrambled down 
and they followed after.  We went down to the end of the canyon where 
it lets out in the desert, and the cats still followed me.  We made our 
camp and they hunted lizards.  I decided to hunt lizards too.  We were 
eating our lizards, and I was looking up at the stars, and one of them 
was asleep, but the other three went out exploring.  They came back and 
meowed at me, and I didn't understand, but we woke up the cat who had 
been asleep, and I followed them to see where they were going.  They 
took me to a water source, where there was some delicious fruit.  In 
fact, it was an oasis, and there were mice in the vicinity, which were 
eating the sultan's date supply, awaiting the camels.

At that location, we were taken in by a lovely family of desert people, 
who gave us our own tent.  They brought out little dishes of camel's 
milk for my feline companions.  We slept until it started getting hot, 
and the desert family motioned to us to remain with them in the oasis 
where there would be plentiful water and the shelter of the trees.  I 
was overcome with the kindness of this family, and sought to learn 
their language.

As I learned their language, I found it immediately fascinating.  As 
soon as I learned one word, I was able to truly hear it in their 
speech, and to hear its true beauty, like a stone on the beach, 
beautiful among all its other stones on the beach.  At this point, I 
had to stay with the desert people until I learned their language.  And 
so I spent many years, not far from the city I had left, with city cats 
who were becoming desert cats.

&

I'm pretty good with boats.  I haven't capsized one yet.  You may not 
realize how hard that is.  I was very careful while I learned how to 
handle boats, so that I would never have to say that I had capsized a 
boat.  That was my number one reason to learn how to handle boats.

&

Am I missing the train, or is it going to leave at the same time, and 
what's going by is a practice train for the Junior Engineers?

&

If there are no downs, there are no ups.  But just as surely, if there 
are no ups, there are no downs.  But these terms, as pungent as they 
are, are equivocations.  I will explain the sayings.  If there is no 
down, there is no up.  Those who go down are peeled open, like onions, 
and then when they are free to receive all the rains.  So they alone 
know the true ups.  But those who go down and are not peeled, are not 
so.  At the same time, those who never go up may be those who never go 
up by never being peeled.  And there are different peels to be peeled, 
the peel that is peeled by going down, and the peel that is peeled by 
going up.  And those who are peeled by going up, alone are able to 
learn the true heartaches of life.  And they are the ones who love with 
all their flesh.  But for me, I have never been happy, except for the 
happiness that comes from having been devastated.

&

I'm caught between two poles, the North Pole and the South Pole.  I've 
spent my whole life caught between these poles, which can be said to 
define my entire life, but which in fact have nothing to do with it, in 
reality.  In reality, there's nothing polar about my existence.

&

I have to pay attention to what people say to me.  Careless ears sink 
ships.

&

Okay, well, I'll labor to my feet and walk over to the bus stop.  I'll 
leave my park bench to its own devices.  Pigeons will do what pigeons 
do.  I see some young people in this park, sitting a distance away on 
their own bench.  How nice.  I shuffle over to the bus stop bench and 
ease myself onto it.  I check the bus schedule and see that I have 
about 10 minutes to wait.  I watch the cars go by, and I look across 
the street at the thrift store, and see people go in and out of it a 
couple of times.  The bus arrives, I get up and get on it, paying the 
discount fare, and sit up near the front in the designated seats.  The 
bus gets going, and then I get off at my stop and walk down the bus 
steps and carefully onto the sidewalk, and walk to my apartment, open 
the door, and walk inside, shut the door, lock it, get a glass of 
water, sit down, and turn on the TV.

&

I don't realize what I'm saying, which makes what I say all the more 
powerful.  Because I have died, I have been able to donate my body to 
science.

&

Um, anyway, did you get my message?  I was going to call you earlier 
but I was really busy.  I'm sorry if I caught you at a bad time.  I 
understand how that is.  Okay.  Good-bye.

&

I had cranberry muffins in this cafe.  Cafes work.  The Salton Sea is 
dying, but cafes are successfully doing their thing.

&

People walk around by themselves, which is pretty much what I do.  I 
sit by myself, which is pretty much what I do, and then later I'm 
pretty sure I'll get up and walk around by myself.

&

If a car drives in reverse, while the driver looks out via the rear 
view mirror, is that safe?  It's safe for a little bit, but it isn't so 
safe out on a four lane main street, at 35 miles per hour (55 km / hr). 
 

&

It's not always best to be healthy.  Sometimes the people who heal you 
are tempting you.  And sometimes the people who tell you not to trust 
health are tempting you as well.  Paranoia is the least trustworthy of 
all.  Never trust that.

&

I'm pretty familiar with what each lap feels like.  I've internalized 
the splits, know when to push harder, when to try to take someone on a 
straightaway.  Enough times around the track, and time itself becomes 
something different.  Do I know the meaning of the words /kairos/ and 
/chronos/?

&

"Tread softly," I said to you.  "She's sleeping."  You are 
sometimes loud but you're quiet when I warn you.

&

A true-blooded friend met me and asked me what my nature is.  "Well, 
I'm a Pisces, and like all Pisces I love to eat frozen yogurt with 
rainbow sprinkles."  "Oh, do you want to go get some frozen yogurt?"  
"Mm... okay."

&

If I did the most wonderful thing in the world, I think eventually it 
would become a drag like anything else.  So I've resolved to do the 
first job that comes up and never quit.

&

I was at the pet store, looking at what they had.  Then someone 
reminded me that shelter pets get put down all the time.  "Thanks," I 
said, and I went home and saved a lot of money and got into a 
relationship with a woman that turned out to be kind of a waste of 
time.  Then, when that was over with, I tried to remember what it was I 
really wanted... "Oh yeah, a pet animal."  At that point in my life, I 
wanted heartbreak, so I resolved to get an animal that would die in 
just a few years.  So I went to the shelter to see if they had any 
rats.  Suddenly, an angel came down and opened all the cages with a 
loud noise and all the animals ran out into the streets!  Everyone was 
scared, and the shelter employees were worrying for the well-being of 
the animals.  There were also children running free, and ants were 
swarming out of the ground.  All the adults on earth stopped everything 
they were doing, all their fighting and investing and self-immolation 
and drunkenness, and ran out after the animals and children who were 
now free to do what they pleased.  The angels struck down anyone who 
tried to stop the mayhem.  And in all of this, I found a rat of my own, 
and the rat crawled up into my pocket, and I thought I would finally 
get my chance to be heartbroken, to invest and then to have my heart's 
investment shattered, when the chief angel blew her whistle of doom and 
we all stopped and listened.  "Okay!" she shouted in an ugly, hoarse, 
celestial voice, 

"New rule.  No dying!"

&

My mind is tired from thinking of thoughts.  But I feel good.  I don't 
feel crushed.  I feel like resting, closing my eyes, perhaps drifting 
off to sleep.

&

You aren't supposed to steal things, but sometimes I do.  I steal 
moments and glances, and across the balcony in the moonlight.  Guilty 
as charged.

&

I look as the car drives off the cliff in front of me, and sails down 
into the ocean below.  It was a good car, but I'm a better driver.  
This is the seventh time through the variations.  And I think I have an 
idea now of how long I will have to go through them, but I don't 
understand, really.  I'm not sure about this, so we'll just have to 
see.  There are a lot of things like that in life, where you don't know 
how long it's going to go, or where things will end up.  And in that 
way, it's hard to have a sense of purpose, of /telos/.  You're supposed 
to enjoy the ride as it goes, but I don't know about that.  I want my 
life to connect to something.  And I know people would say "Grow up.  
Settle down.  Accept the mature fact that all you can do is enjoy the 
moments of life as they come."  And I'm with them, I want to do it, but 
my heart knows otherwise.


&

Every day, I shoot off another one of my toes.  I'm gradually getting 
my feet wet.

&

Do you have a Huguenot name?  Your Huguenot name is the one you use for 
your secret identity which is fleeing religious persecution in France.

&

Guarantee me something before you go: you will never forget the advice 
I give you.  I've lived long and fought hard to be able to get and give 
this advice.  The whole purpose of my life is to become a truly 
experienced, truly insightful advice-giver.  So don't forget my advice. 
 Let it advance you further and further along the road, until you too 
are full of advice, and give advice.  That's what I would recommend.

&

Soon enough, but not soon enough, you say, "Well, it was nice talking" 
and I see you put your sandals back on and walk back to your car.  And 
I walk to mine, after having put my sandals on.  And we both drive down 
the driveway, and you make a left turn, and I make a right turn, after 
you complete your left turn.

&

There are two songs playing in my private hell.  Satan's minions are 
overworked and don't always make things maximally unpleasant.  They'll 
get around to me one of these days, but for now I'm just sitting in a 
hard chair, listening to the greatest music of the 1960s and the 
greatest music of the 1700s at the same time.  I've learned a way to 
adjust my brain so that it's relatively comfortable in this place.  I 
kind of like this place.  I'll enjoy this while I can, and thank God 
for the mercies of living in the moment.

&

You sweep the house clean, and all you get for your troubles are 
demons, weresnails, and... 7-legged spiders... 

&

A very short person once asked me what it was like to be average 
height.  "I don't know" I said, "I've never been any other height."  
"No," he said, "That's not true.  When you were younger, you were 
my height."  "Huh, yeah, you're right" I said.

&

I was trying to figure out how conic sections worked, when in walked a 
dwarf.  "Do you have tribute for the tutoring guild?"  "N- no...!" I 
stammered.  "Please, I'll find a way to pay you after the exam!  If I 
flunk this exam, I'm going to be sent down to the salt mines!  I can't 
go there!  I'm allergic to salt!"  "Grrr... you privileged humans, 
too good for salt... fine, just because you're a young person who has 
not attained the age of true personhood, I'll cut you some slack, but 
I'll never respect you for who you want to be.  You will never earn 
my respect, although you will spend years trying to measure up."  
"Really?"  "You're too naive to know your own future.  If you knew 
your own future, you wouldn't be naive."  "Wow, you're pretty wise 
for a collections agent!"  "Stop idolizing me and get back to work.  If 
you fail this exam, you'll have to work in the salt mines until you die 
and you'll have to pay back your debt on top of it."  And then he 
trudged out of my candlelit, freezing-cold garret and stomped down the 
stairs.

&

I'm tossing a ball to my pet dog.  Right.  Now.  He is my only pet dog. 
 Now I'm feeding my pet cat.  I have a dog for one time of day and a 
cat for another, and they come to me when they need attention.

&

I sometimes wish that my job involved a little more animal husbandry.  
There's something about dealing with animals that's, I guess like a 
spiritual discipline.  When I'm at work I'm living in the land of 
time, but animals do not live in the land of time, not in the way we 
do.  Do animals work?  Maybe bees do.  Animals make their homes.  But 
it seems like animals aren't really working, even when they're getting 
the food that sustains them.  I'd like to believe that I'd be happier 
as a hunter-gatherer.

&

I followed a cat around a building.  I don't think the cat realized it 
was a leader.

&

Other people trust in God.  In a way, I understand.  Fair's fair.  You 
trust what you trust, I trust what I trust.

&

I played with a yo-yo once when I was in fifth grade.  Was it fun?  It 
had its ups and downs.

&

Trouble followed me into the house one day.  Trouble is a dog.  I tried 
to get her to go outside, but she looked at me with her sad puppy eyes 
and I said, finally, "Okay, if that's how things are, that's how 
things are going to be.  I better get some food for you, little friend."

&

A grasshopper landed on the young-earth creationist.  "Hey there, 
little fellow" he said.  "Here, I'll do you a favor" and he set the 
grasshopper in a vacant lot full of weeds.  The grasshopper flew off 
and right now is probably having a party.

"Nice," I said, "You put it back in its natural habitat."  "Did I do 
the right thing?"  "Yeah, I'd say so.  That grasshopper is probably 
thriving like crazy right now."  "Who was it who made the environment 
be right for the grasshopper, if not God?"  "I don't know, maybe random 
brute chance which could literally do anything for no reason?"

&

A symphony tunes up and we sit in our seats, enjoying the As.  Then 
they begin their tune and we pay as much attention as we can.  We know 
that if we really try to pay attention, there will be benefits the next 
day, and a little bit the day after that.

&

I saw a few people down at the park sitting on blankets on the grass.  
They were smart.  They looked like they were in their 60s.  They were 
eating food.

&

If I can make it to Las Vegas, I can win a million dollars.  You see, 
I'm a psychic without any gas money.

Why don't I figure out a way to make money here where I am?  My powers 
only work in Nevada.

&

A guy in a bear costume came in and wanted to buy some water bottles 
and beef jerky.  I wondered if it was a hold-up and he said, "No, no, 
I'm not a real bear."

&

There are a lot of little things about which I say "I'll worry about 
that later", or "Worry about that later."  It enables me to keep 
going and get done the things I need to get done.  Do I actually worry 
about those things later?  Sometimes I just attend to them in a 
rational manner.  Other times I really do worry about them.  I'd worry 
about them even if I forgot to remind myself to worry about them later. 
 Others of them I just forget, and if I don't get reminded about them 
by any fatal consequences, they were probably not things I even needed 
to worry about in the first place.

&

A queen and her daughter were promenading in front of their nobles.  
"What thinkest thou of Reginald?" the queen furtively whispered to her 
daughter.  "He is handsome, I'll allow, but he has that knavish look 
about him."  "Yea, he /doth/ look like a knave."  Reginald just 
smiled, content in his heart to be in the presence of his sovereign, 
thinking of his true love, the Duchess of Perpetuum.

&

I eat pomegranates for the thrill of the experience.

&

I try to stay one step ahead of understanding myself.  This helps me to 
be an authentic person, not deliberately shaping who I am or what I do. 
 Or, perhaps I'm escaping being an authentic person, that is, who I am 
is exactly and only what I shape myself into, what I deliberately 
choose to be.

&

I was walking through the abandoned part of the city, but it wasn't 
really abandoned.  There were homeless people living in tents, and 
artists standing perfectly still next to bronze pillars.

&

Have you ever fallen into a kaleidoscopic reality?  The key to a 
reality like that is to always be turning it.  If you stay still too 
long, the water builds up in your little chamber and if you let it 
build up too much, you drown.

&

I posited something the other day.  I was positing at full speed and I 
kind of tweaked my brain.  I think maybe I should find a new pace of 
thinking, but I don't know.  It's hard to find a new pace of thinking.

&

I tried living in a stable relationship with a horse for a while.  The 
horse took up most of the room in the stable and made it smell bad.  I 
spent a lot of my time cleaning up the stable, and I always smelled 
bad.  It was a season of smelling bad, in my life.  I think the only 
way I was able to handle it was because that was back when I was happy.

&

I caught a balloon before it got out of reach, before it went up in the 
sky where its only design was to lose its helium and descend on the 
ocean.  So, having done what was one too many responsible deeds in one 
day, I sucked in the helium from that balloon and talked like a kobold, 
and all was restored to balance.

&

I want to tell you all all of this about me.  You are people I want to 
tell things.  It helps that you are far away.

&

Where was she this whole time?  Probably wondering where I was and then 
getting caught up in the dances, processions and carnivals.

&

I would caution you against jumping to any unwarranted conclusions.  
That's about the safest advice I can give, huh?  Don't worry, I won't 
give you any more advice.  Worrying is bad for your health.

&

When the man with the guitar starts to play, run from him across the 
plaza screaming in a straight line at precisely 7 miles per hour, which 
will signal to the flock of birds to take off and then they'll fly over 
the petting zoo which will wake up the goats, and then the goats will 
leap over their fence and chew on grass in front of people's houses and 
then one of those people will complain to the government about the 
petting zoo and the people in the government won't care.

&

A grass fire was raging out of control, so I got the hose and watered 
the lawn.  Suddenly, out of nowhere, a loud noise!  It was the earth 
splitting open, and the house fell in!  And then, from that earthquake, 
the dam burst and it washed away the hole in the ground with the house 
in it, making a canyon.  And it put the fire out.  And then a meteorite 
hit the earth.

It was a small meteorite.

"Well," I thought.  "Huh."

&

My urge to destroy error and promote truth is strong within me when I 
am around children saying things that are incorrect.  A strong urge, 
but who am I to tell people that they're wrong?  It's not that I'm 
of too low a status to do that, or that my errors make my truthtelling 
morally impossible, it's that I turn into a glarey-eyed automatic truth 
German shepherd.

&

I joined the club in hopes that it would improve my social standing.  
That it did.  I found that just being a club member automatically lent 
my name a certain cachet.  I developed that cachet into a rapport with 
certain people that further advanced my social position.

&

I caught a tarantula and put it in a little terrarium.  I'm not sure 
why I did it.  It's almost like I did it while totally blanked out.  
I don't really know what I'll do with it now.  I guess if I don't do 
anything, I'll keep it.  Will I feed it something?  Crickets?  I don't 
know.  I don't know what I'm doing, or what I'm actually going to 
do.

&

A snake was chasing a rat, but then both of them got tired, and looked 
at each other in a new way.  I'm not sure how the snake managed, but 
somehow it was able to go without food for the rest of its life, 
without eating the rat.  Well, I guess anyone could go without food for 
the rest of their lives, if they really wanted to.

&

I caught an eel when I was nine years old.  I took it home and put it 
in our pond in the backyard.  It ate all of the other fish, and then I 
forgot to get more fish for it and it died.

&

Suddenly, a flash of light!  A scorpion skittered away from me as I was 
about to eat my last ration and then let it sting me or just walk away 
indifferently, either way I was going to die soon.  As the light 
settled down, behold, an angel!  The angel said to me, "You have been a 
good man.  You're too useful to die.  You're going to go somewhere else 
where you will till the fields.  And then God will make a tent out of 
you."  "A tent?  Is that a metaphor?"  "I think so," said the angel.

&

Work, work, work, work.  Day in day out.  So satisfying.  So 
life-affirming.  So time filling.

&

Okay, well, now what?  Maybe I can relax?  But relaxation is a field of 
torture.  I need to get away from relaxation.  I need to relax while 
doing work.  I'm happy right now while I speak to you, because speaking 
to you is a lot of work.  No offense.

&

If everyone ate chips at the same time, would the crunch sounds 
resonate with each other all over the world?  Would we all become 
obsessed with the sound of crunches and drive our cars into the sea?

&

I had cheese the other day.  It was okay.  I can see why vegans don't 
eat cheese.  I can also see why people eat fancy cheese.  I can see why 
people eat meat, and why people eat macrobiotic diets.  I can 
understand a lot of things.  The cheese I had was okay.

&

If you don't understand something, is it an invitation to excitement?  
Do you reach out in adventure?  Or is it a threat?  To me, mysteries 
are appreciated not because they are to be figured out, nor are they a 
threat because they aren't to be figured out.  Mysteries are just 
mysteries.  I either don't care about anything in life, or I appreciate 
them for what they are.

&

I sometimes wonder if other people feel as strongly as I do.  I'll 
never know for sure, so I'll tend to assume that I feel things more 
strongly, that I'm different, and I'll assume that I'm nothing 
special and that I can't make any special allowance for who I am.  Both 
assumptions follow naturally from each other.

&

There's really nothing holding me together, not even baling wire.  Why 
do people pay me to be myself?  I'm just a bunch of pieces.  Please, if 
you can put me together, I'll be yours.

&

Work was how I got things done.  Now what?  Do I live in the pleasure 
of imagination, in my own virtual reality?  Yes, I remember the best 
thoughts of the past, and imagine the best futures, and invent the best 
stories of other pasts, and imagine people coming to visit me.  Do 
people exist anymore?

&

I do the same thing every day, which is probably why I'm still alive.  
What if I forgot to brush my teeth and I offended someone on the bus 
who killed me?  That almost happens, all the time.

&

"Brace yourself", I said, as bored as could be.  "Prepare for liftoff". 
 The rich kids were laughing and getting pennies out and little 
squirt-baggies of liquids to play with in zero-gravity.  Ugh, what a 
waste of thousands of tons of rocket fuel.

&

I cornered a rat in my study.  The rat was chewing on some Descartes, 
and I didn't get too mad.  I've chewed on Descartes as much as I 
wanted.

&

A, or B; A, or B... which will you choose?

...

...

Crickets chirp...

The sun shines...

The moon sets...

...

...


...



...


...

...

...

What about C?

&

There's a dragon that lives in my heart.  That's to say that I'm a 
giant reptilian who hoards gold and takes long, long naps.  

Please don't be afraid of me.

&

I know everything could just be an illusion.  I might be experiencing 
some kind of brain damage not yet in the diagnostic manual.  But if 
you're brain damaged, what choice do you have but to be brain damaged?  
But are you really brain damaged?

&

A new name: Qaz.  It's pronounced "chaz", like qi.

&

Up and down, up and down, the day comes and goes, the night goes and 
goes and goes on forever.  In the dark we'll rest and in the dark 
we'll rise.  In the dark we'll open our lidless eyes.

&

You would think that a fit young adult could beat kindergarteners in a 
race, and this is true, but not so true when the race is around a small 
circle.  Wisdom comes from experience.

&

Am I mentally ill?  Eccentric people have a healthy sense of well-being 
and are overall happy and functional.  They're just a little eccentric.

&

I like control, I like having a destination.  I choose my destination 
and go toward it because it's what I genuinely want.  I cause damage 
because of control.  My insistence on control causes me to retreat from 
all other possibilities, causes me to hide.

&

Sometimes the cross is for you because it is your time, and sometimes 
the cross beckons because it likes to feel a warm back against its 
wood, and the touch of flesh to its spikes and crossbeam.  Crosses get 
lonely, up on hills.

&

If I leave you alone for just a year, when I come back, you'll be 
bubbling over and I'll have to turn down the burner.  The thing is, 
every time, the stove is different and I can never figure out how to 
use it for like 5 weeks.

&

Grasping what you said the other day, I suddenly understand what you 
meant by "slavery".  We're always together, always alone, always 
seeking each other and running away.  It's all part of our slavery.  We 
just do what we have to do.

&

The prince has just been lying around all day long.  He has me read 
poetry, and on the inside, I'm getting pretty tired of it.  I politely 
suggest he get some poets to read to him.  And he says, "no, no, that's 
not necessary.  Read me that Francisco of Mantua poem again.  The one 
about the feathers."

And I read it and he sighs and nods.  But so much sighing and nodding 
isn't good for a man.  But, I'll admit, there doesn't seem to be any 
pressing business for the prince to do in his fiefdom.  So be it.  I am 
the servant, and he is the master.

&

I don't have anything to do today.  I sit inside this living room, with 
the grandfather clock ticking, with the light halfway coming through 
the curtains.  Everything is still.  There are no insects running 
across the floor of this house.  I do not run through memories.

&

I can probably keep everyone in the room spellbound with my charisma, 
but I choose not to.

&

I'm not sure I'll know the answer anytime soon.  I can tell that part 
of me wants to wait forever, and part of me wants to force myself to 
act.  I don't trust either of these motions.  It's kind of strange that 
so many of my behaviors aren't like this, this mixture of strong, 
impelling will-to-trust, and equally strong will-to-simplicity.  Isn't 
it nice when everything can just be an adventure?

&

I don't think I could have gotten away with this if I had had a 
different upbringing.  I hope that some kind of use comes out of where 
I am.

&

Some days you just wish you could go back to bed.  But by the time you 
realize this, you are many miles from home.  So you just have to push 
through.  The fatigue lasts for an hour or two.  Hopefully it doesn't 
hit at a crucial moment of life, causing you to miss the opportunity 
that would have liberated you.

&

If we were charmed by ourselves for all time, we would be wasting time. 
 I can't see myself the way I would see myself or I'll be too 
self-conscious.  Sometimes it can be a little bit of a burden or a 
distraction when people reflect what they see in me back at me.  I have 
to learn to hear that kind of thing with only one of my two ears.

&

A spy was caught stealing secrets, so we executed him... if by 
"executed him" you mean "had him carry out the sequences of his 
program."

&

I bought a novel at the airport.  I do all my shopping at the airport 
now.  It's a nice, secure place to shop, and if I feel like splurging, 
I can fly to Dallas.

&

Driving way over the speed limit used to be cool but now everyone's 
doing it.

&

I get along great with everyone from my past.  I'm pretty good at 
keeping up with people.  I've kept in touch with my friends from 
elementary school, and they were all my friends in elementary school.  
I also keep in touch with the people who were in all my classes in 
middle school and high school.  I was in a monastery for 5 years, but 
then I got out, and I keep in touch with the monks, as well as all the 
other people from my past.  I don't know how I do it, but I guess 
it's my gift to stay interested in people.  I think some people have 
a natural landscape on the inside that changes and can only permit 
certain flows of water.  But I lack that landscape, so I can accept 
everyone.  I basically don't have any hobbies other than talking to 
people on the phone, which is fine, I think.  I get more exercise by 
walking around outside while I talk, so that works pretty well.  I 
don't see any real downsides from what I do.

Because I'm in touch with so many people, though, I do get a little 
worn out, like a bag.  I'm kind of like a force of nature.  Which is 
fine.  But I feel like part of who I am was deleted at birth.  It just 
isn't there, and even the space where it would have been isn't there.  
Which, as you would agree, is fine.

I'm able to connect people.  People tend to like me, but only a little. 
 But I like connecting people from my past, just for fun.  It's like 
playing with Duplo blocks when you're a kid.  But I have to remember 
that not everyone likes being connected with people from their past.  
It's not something I understand intuitively.  But people seem to have 
their weirdest experiences with people from their pasts, the strangest 
horrors.

&

If I rode the train one stop too far, what would I do?  I guess I'd get 
out, wait for the train going the opposite way, and get on it, hoping I 
wasn't too late.

&

A pigeon escaped from the zoo and no one realized it had been 
imprisoned there.  Only the pigeon realized the significance of what 
happened.

&

I can't focus too much longer.  I think my mind wants to take a long 
break.  I think that I want to take a whole day off and not do 
anything, or do everything else.

&

Can you keep up with me?  I run around like crazy and you're supposed 
to follow me.  Your mind is confused by what I am doing, but your 
heart, your throbbing cardiac muscle, is relieved to see me doubling 
back for no apparent reason, at great speed, which prevents you from 
having to run at full speed.  I double back to where you already are 
and you don't have to run my full loop.  Your heart is very happy, or 
at least happy enough to keep you from becoming completely winded, 
falling out of line, perhaps vomiting in a trash can: having a bad day.

&

Is there such a thing as the truth?  Yes, but we can't... know it?  Is 
there such a thing as frozen yogurt?  Yes, but we can't... eat it?  Is 
there such a thing as the desert?  Yes.

&

You were telling me about this one time you had to help your son with 
his homework.  He's in second grade.  You helped him with his spelling 
list, and there was the word "vise" on it.  And you were wondering 
about what kind of public school this was, that was talking about 
morality at such a young age.  And you told him it meant "a bad part of 
a person's character" and he wanted to know what a "character" was 
and you said "it's like a person, like how a person looks.  If someone 
does ugly things, they have an ugly character."

&

I went to Florida one time to wrestle with an alligator, but the guy on 
the swamp boat tour shot me when I tried.  They tried him for attempted 
murder, but I told them to just give him a plea deal or something, 
because he saved my life.

&

I was working at a restaurant, and I started to sense negative auras 
from the dishes stacked next to the sink.  Usually the aura dissipated 
at the exact instant I put down the towels for the last time and 
started walking toward the computer to clock out... I even once looked 
back on them and saw them as they actually were.

&

I got on the mood swings and swung back and forth, back and forth, back 
and forth.  I swung higher, descending faster and then ascending higher 
on the back swing.  I finally jumped off and attained my greatest 
height.  And then I hit the ground for 6 months, which was half as long 
as I spent on the swing set.  Now I'm thinking maybe I should try out 
the monkey bars.  Everybody's doing the monkey bars.  Nobody swings on 
the swing set anymore.

&

I have gone through the variations three times.  And how many more 
times will I go through them before I'm done?

Are there any clues?  Can anyone tell me?  Can I know, myself?  I have 
to go through the variations as many times as I have to.  There's some 
fact that determines this.  Is it something I need personally?  Or will 
I have to overshoot my personal need, and remain here, wondering over 
and over how many times I will have to go through them?

&

I got on a swingset.  At my age?  Yes.  Death hasn't crept up so close 
as to prevent that.  Now I'm swinging back and forth.  Back and forth.  
Back and forth.  Ooh, I'm getting motion-sick.

&

Sometimes I wish I could quit things, I think to correspond with my 
feeling that there is no future.  If the motion is the same on one 
plane as on another, it connects me to both of them.  It's nice.

&

Someone called me optimistic the other day at work.  "Why?" I asked.  
They said, "You're never too concerned when they say that we aren't 
meeting projected earnings.  You just smile bigger and say that God 
will take care of us.  Are you trying to say that God exists?"  
"Noooo..." I say in a playful manner.

&

Aggressive people scared me when I was younger, but then I decided to 
take up the practice of visualizing them naked in front of an audience 
giving a speech.  
&

It had been a long time since either of us had been to church, so we 
went to a church in our neighborhood.  It was alright, and we met some 
OK people.  The preaching wasn't bad, and the music wasn't the worst. 
 Overall it was an experience that didn't drive us away, but which we 
didn't feel compelled to repeat.  And that was OK.  But we wondered 
whether church was really the answer.

&

Fortunately, we're working on technological solutions to all 
conceivable problems.  Basically, the thing that I'm most concerned 
about is my terrifying death and the fact that there's nothing to do.  
But technology will find a way to give me the brain of a 20 year old, 
except with all my wisdom.  And then it will find a way to keep me 
living, because all I am is my brain, so simply with technology I can 
replicate my brain thought patterns and still be alive.  And then I 
never have to face my terrifying death, or have nothing to do.  And 
then the pursuit wisdom will be in tune with life again.  And I can 
grow wiser and wiser and wiser!  I can keep going on ahead and ahead 
and ahead!  Limitless positivity and growth!  It's only possible with 
technology, and it will certainly be possible with technology. 
&

A proper lady showed me my place at her tea table.  "And what kind of 
tea should will you have, Mr. Pilkington?"  I thought hard.  "Do you 
have sarsaparilla tea?"  "Oh heavens, no!  We only have Earl Grey."

&

You want me to babysit the kids, and I'm down.  I know that you and 
your husband need time to connect.  So I sit down with the kids and 
play Monopoly with them.  They don't get it, which makes sense.  I 
really can't stand TV, so I don't let them watch any movies.  Instead 
I have them pretend to be dogs.

&

I'm trying to pull myself together after that dratted necromancer got 
me all twisted up in this situation.  We zombie-folk are a simple lot.  
We just want to be left alone.  But the lords of life and death have 
agendas for us.  What can we do about it?  We exist to do their will.  
But we would prefer to live in our happy little settlements near the 
graveyards, scavenging once-human flesh and groaning to each other 
affectionately.

&

I can't stop too long to admire my own roses, because there are so many 
jacaranda trees on your property that are in bloom.

&

I bought a plant the other day and put it in my front room.  It's a 
pretty nice plant.  I think it's a spider plant.  Now that I have 
this plant, what will I do?  The hedonic treadmill is insatiable.

&

I'm getting kind of hungry, so I sneak into the bathroom at the palace 
and eat some capon brought from the table.  It's pretty good.  No one 
will find me here, in the toilet stall with the door closed.

&

Sometimes I think about death and get terrified.  Death is something 
that's not supposed to come to anyone.  Where death is, I am not.  But 
it's still terrifying.  Is it terrifying to suffer?  Maybe, but even a 
painless death is terrifying to me.  Non-being is terrifying.  Yes, I'm 
very lucky to have been one of the 0.00001% of all possible humans to 
have actually lived.  But death is still absolutely terrifying.

&

Restless people carried their fake guns around and looked busy.  They 
weren't anxious, just restless.

&

There's two kinds of cashiers at Growl-Mart.  The kind who get more and 
more racist the more customers they get, and the ones who get less and 
less.  Every so often, there's a riot between the cashiers, and the 
store shuts down and the police come.

&

I eased back on the throttle, because the plane was going as fast as it 
needed to go.  We were going to fly three hours to the little airstrip 
next to the farms on the settlement.

&

I'm a piñata full of words.  Keep hitting me!  I'm living out my 
purpose.

&

Freedom is wonderful, especially freedom from things we call sin.  When 
we are free from the sins that are most obviously things we would hate, 
we can stretch our wings and fly!  And then we can soar and turn into 
sky sharks and leave our tables messy at the restaurants of the sky, 
and stiff the humble pigeon-waiters of their tips.

&

I get caught up in the conversations around me.  Who is it who's 
sleeping with whom?  This party has so much gossip, and I just eat it 
up.  Why do I like stupid stories that are just the same as have always 
been told?  No sin is new, all sin is as boring as all the art that I 
used to enjoy until it got old.

&

"Pleased to meet you", I said to my friend's friend from Mexico.  She 
asked me if I spoke Spanish and I said, "Por supuesto".  She said 
"¿Sabe como decir 'Pleased to meet you' en español?"  And I said, 
"Uh... no." and she said "You don't know Spanish, then."  I thought 
that was a very vivid thing for her to say, and I wondered if I had 
found the person to make me supremely happy.  But it was not to be.

&

But every morning I get on the early train to work, just so that I can 
figure out what I'm doing and get going on my duties for the day.  So 
maybe work is my real life, and when I'm off, I just wander around 
aimlessly.  Maybe being off is work, too.

&

Her hair had some nice tresses and I told her so.  "Which ones?" she 
demanded of me, "Well, maybe this one" I said, holding it up.  She 
blushed and I looked at her funny.  "Maybe I shouldn't have said that.  
We don't know each other too well."  "Oh no," she said, "I have 
always thought that people who relied too much on ceremony were 
altogether the most dull, and restricted the relations between men and 
women propping up the otherness of the genders."  "Hm, maybe what I 
should have said instead was 'I'm not that into you, but your hair 
looks cool.'"  And she looked unhappy.

&

A young-earth creationist and I were walking down Main St.  I pointed 
out some street signs.  "Think those were intelligently designed?"  
"Definitely," he replied.  "What about that crow there?"  "Yeah, 
for sure.  Intelligence can only come from intelligence."  "What about 
this rock on the ground?"  "Yes, definitely."  "Why do you say 
that?"  "Because I trust the Bible."

&

I was at the Zoo and I saw a panda on exhibit.  It was eating shoots.  
I waved and it didn't wave back.

&

If you speak your mind, you had better not have anything to hide, 
because your mind is nothing but a bunch of neurons and they're all 
connected together.  Any thought leads to any other thought.

&

Remoras are fish that clean the skin of sharks, I think.  I had a job 
like that once.

&

I'm afraid of the number 13, but not specific quantities of 13 things.  
Does that make sense?

&

If you could read my mind perfectly, you would know that I am 
trustworthy.  But instead, you can only read beyond where I understand, 
where I can do anything, but not all the way to the future.

&

I got in a car and drove to Northern California.  Did you know that in 
Northern California they have forests where it never stops raining?

&

A grizzly bear walked into the bar where I was working on Adams Avenue. 
 "Grawr!" it said.  I asked the regulars if any of them understood what 
he meant.  Nobody knew, and people were decorously walking out of the 
establishment, right and left, calmly and prudently.

&

A courthouse opened up downtown.  You want to go sometime?

&

I was never good at rapping.  People said I sounded too white.  I'll 
admit, I'm a European-American.  What can I do about it?  I guess rap 
isn't for me.  It's not really that I'm Caucasian-American that's 
the problem.  I think it's more that I don't listen to rap, and I did 
listen to the opinions of people who were sure they knew what rap was 
supposed to sound like.

&

I caught a fish the other day at work.  You won't believe how this all 
went down.  A river flooded our factory and we just fished instead of 
working.  You don't believe me.  I told you you wouldn't believe it.

&

A poor old king rode in from the prairie country, the land that we 
always invade when we feel like it.  He had such dignity and grace 
about him.  He talked to the prince like he was a son (in fact, the 
prince had gone to the same philosophical academy as the king's son), 
and he spoke to him about marriage.  "Wouldn't it be better if you 
didn't invade us whenever you felt like it and instead just had all of 
our land outright?"  "Your candor is amazing," replied my prince.  
"Yes, bring me the woman whom I will marry."
"Okay, give me six weeks to go get her and come back and you can see if 
she's up to your standards."  "Great, looking forward to it."

&

Carbon is the element of life, but silicon could also be the element of 
life.  So could lawrencium, for sufficiently broad definitions of 
"life".

&

No one catches a fish using a fishing line anymore.  We make special 
fish habitats these days, with everything a fish needs to be happy, and 
then out of impulses of gratitude, the fish flop on the shore.

&

We never saw anything true in our lives, which helped us to recognize 
falsehood.  You have to know the real thing to find the counterfeits.  
So we focused so much on seeing falsehood for what it was, that when 
the truth came around, we identified it immediately.  And we rejected 
it, as we had to, as we would have to reject a counterfeit $100 bill.

&

I feel a heavy feeling.  I wonder if there's anything good on TV.  Or 
maybe it's the emergence of something deep and true, my true nature.  
Maybe I should just hang out with someone.

&

I cast my nets into the river, trying to catch some fish.  I haven't 
gone fishing in a long time, and I never will.  I am washing my nets.  
There is no river.

&

I caught a glimpse of the Eiffel Tower once.  There was a gorgeous 
model who distracted my attention in the foreground of the photograph 
on the Internet, but after a half-second, I saw past the ruse and saw 
the Tower.  Life is a test to see if you can see the Eiffel Tower.

&

One time I lay in the dirt on my back and someone gave me a belly rub.  
It was alright, but it was way better in my previous life when I was a 
squirrel.

&

Sometimes when I'm debugging, I imagine that I'm a woman, to see if 
it helps.  I think there's a feminine perspective on things and a 
masculine perspective.  You have to think outside the box to see how 
you do things wrong.

&

I carried a lamb on my shoulders, up over the hill and down to the 
brook.  I set the crippled lamb down by the brook and she drank from 
it.  I let her gambol as best as she could with her limp and looked up 
at the sky.  I thought that I had found paradise.

&

So then, it is not sustainable to love.  If we love, then we will not 
be paid and we will not be able to eat.  We must be miserable... at 
least, until our great hope saves us.

&

I listen to the little bird some more.  It leaps down to the ground and 
pecks at some seeds that have fallen off a late-season plant.  Then it 
flies back into the tree and looks around.  I don't dare look at the 
bird with my most direct glare.  My glare is strong and can frighten 
animals.  I glance at the bird and see that it rests on the branch, and 
then some design, which does not at all pertain to me, enters its head 
in I'm sure a simple way, and it flies away from the branch that was on 
the tree next to my window.  That bird is doing what it knows to do, 
and it's gone, and the whole time, its life had nothing to do with 
mine, and whatever it is I'm dreading, which plays so closely with 
something in my nature.

&

See, mornings can be wonderful.  Why did I ever say anything bad about 
mornings?  Mornings are the time you sit in traffic hoping you aren't 
late for work.

&

Things have been the way they are for as long as I can remember.  
That's one layer of things being as they should be.  The greater layer 
are the things I don't even think about, those things which are never 
un-taken-for-granted.  Fortunately, we have been peeling back at the 
things taken for granted, so that there's nothing left to unquestion 
except pure survival.

&

All of us gathered around the porthole.  "Look, I see a fish!" I said.  
"No," she said, "That's not a fish.  That's your imagination."

&

I guessed right.  You're a Virgo.  I could tell from the way you were 
counting the cards as you did your magic trick.  Virgos have a certain 
way of peeling one card from another.

&

I was out in the desert, having invested in the greatest tycooneries of 
America, out in the last places for fences to go, and I was looking for 
food.  I had set up a foundation to feed the people in the starving 
countries, off the capital gains of my giant investment made out of 
cow's blood poured out on the earth, and here I was starving as well.  
A grasshopper landed in front of me and I followed it, hoping to find 
vegetation and water.  It led me to the well-hidden mouth of a canyon, 
and I climbed up it, finally reaching a beautiful city by the sea.

&

Tens of thousands of people gathered at the city gates chanting the 
name of the city.  "La Mirada, La Mirada, La Mirada."  

Los Angeles sent a bunch of cars over to surround the people.  The 
people felt good to be surrounded and they took a nap.  Then Los 
Angeles put them in the cars and drove them back to their homes.  

La Mirada was relieved.  

"Thanks a lot.  I was getting overstimulated."  
"No problem, little buddy," said Los Angeles.

&

As dark comes, I start to see my reflection in the window.  It's a 
faint reflection, but it's a representation of a representation of 
who I really am.

&

It looks like very soon I will have gone through the variations for the 
sixth time.  I don't know how many times I will go through the 
variations.  Maybe I will die before I go through them all?  That might 
be good, or it might not be good.  I don't know the future, or the 
past, or even the present.

--------

I look at myself and try to understand how it is that change affects 
me.  Do I become a new person, or do I remain old?  But to become an 
old person is to have lines on your face, and you get those by being 
changed.  I can only become old by becoming new.  I don't know if I 
have any choice but to become new.  So maybe the best I can do is 
become a certain kind of new and not another.  But why am I so 
concerned with doing my best?  Who drilled that into me?  And yet, how 
could it be otherwise?  Would I prefer not to want to be the best thing 
I know how to be?

I think about this as I take my shoes off after having walked very far 
today, farther than most people do in a day in a developed country.

Fairly soon, the sun will come up and I'll sleep for about 40 seconds, 
and then get up and do it all again.  Is this the meaning of life?  No, 
it's the rhythm of life.  Could the rhythm be the meaning, though?  If 
I ask too many questions, I might destroy everything.

I just died a moment ago, and nobody came to my funeral.  Which is just 
as well, because 50 people spending 2 hours in my honor is next to 
nothing compared to the life I lived.  I'm not saying that I was anyone 
deserving to inconvenience 500 people for 100 hours each, but just that 
there were a lot of hours in my life, and I spent far more with each of 
the people who really matter to me than any funeral could possibly 
instantiate.  I know, I know, I'm going off on my funeral rant again.

&

I found my first grey hair today at work, on my break.  I figure it 
must have come from the stress of the job.  Or maybe it's because I'm 
getting older.

&

I have just gone through the variations for the fourth time.  And how 
many more times will I have to go through them before I am done?

You try to reassure me, but my heart is hard.  You know you can't 
reassure me, because your heart is my heart, and your heart is dry.  So 
we sit, side by side, watching the waves come in at the public beach.

&

A capable person called me up on the phone and said, "Now is your time 
to work."  And I realized that I hadn't been working.  It had been 
several years since I'd worked.  I'd just been lying back on the 
couch, staring at the ceiling.  It's like, one moment you lie down to 
take a little breather and think about the future, and the next it's 
three years later and you're getting a call from a lawyer who has a 
client who needs a bartender.

&

I've been reading books out loud all my life.  This crazy new thing of 
reading silently is going to cause a lot of trouble.  People are going 
to have secret thoughts and then they're going to become 
individualists, leading to an explosion of technological development 
and massive greenhouse gas emissions which will cause the very land I 
live in to flood.  But maybe I shouldn't worry so much about this trend.

&

Rats and dogs and cats and dolphins were all inside the aquatic animal 
park for cats and dogs.  The cats and dogs were invited guests, and the 
dolphins were the hosts, but the rats were just there.

&

Do you really grasp the situation?  It takes a while to grasp a 
situation.  It's something that requires more than just the ability to 
articulate what's going on.  That's only part of it.  Not everyone is 
ready yet, to grasp a situation.

&

If I could have your head on a platter, would I ask for it?  No, I 
would never do such a thing, and if I would, I would certainly not tell 
you I was going to do that to your face.

&

If you caught me stealing cookies from the cookie jar, what would you 
do?  Would you call the police?  No?  Okay, would you install a 
security camera in the kitchen?  No?  Would you tell all my friends I 
was cheating on my diet?  No?  Would you say anything at all about it?  
No?  I guess I'll steal this cookie then, since you're okay with that.

&

Everything is smoke and I sit down counting out my coins.  I have a 
ducat, florin, thaler, and my personal favorite, a guilder.  These 
coins have value to me, but only to have, not to spend.

&

Running down a mountain is pretty good except that sometimes you have 
to run up little pieces of it because mountains are complicated.

&

I commandeered a small submersible in the middle of wartime.  I knew 
that I would die, so I descended to the bottom of the ocean, knowing my 
air supply wouldn't hold out forever, knowing that the government 
U-Boats would be on my tail if I ever started surfacing to their depth, 
and if I somehow got past them, I'd get torpedoed by a destroyer.  
Since I was going to die, I looked out through the porthole, feeling 
panic inside like the cranked up subwoofer in the back of a car, all 
the while with the faint trebly thoughts coming out of the little 
tweeters installed in my frontal lobes, I looked in awe at the ocean 
life down there.

&

And the football game is still going, weeks later.

&

Am I sick or am I well?  My goal is to be very close to wellness when I 
am sick, and very close to sickness when I am well.  Not to be in 
between, but to be one or the other and close to the other.

&

I like to exercise my strength, but sometimes I push my body too hard.  
My mind is happier, but then it gets unhappy again.

&

I performed surgery out in the woods, and it was only possible because 
I went through medical school.  I'm sure the fact that I had to stand 
around during surgeries and hold bodies open for hours had something to 
do with it.

&

I'm about ready to be awake for a little bit longer.  I'm not ready to 
weep, but maybe to laugh.  Perhaps now I'm happy.  But I've seen all 
that I've seen, even if I can't see it anymore.

&

One time, I was looking at the grubs in the soil around our apartment's 
compost heap.  They live simple lives, until they turn into figeater 
beetles, at which point they live slightly more complicated lives that 
involve running into walls without harming themselves, which is an 
interesting superpower.

&

We're all really busy, even being busy not being busy.  The other day, 
I was trying really hard to relax, and I think I'm getting better, 
mastering certain techniques, because I almost did.

&

Maybe I spend too much time in the cemetery, I think as graves pop open 
all around me and the skeletons and recently interred bodies emerge 
from the ground and run around.  At first I'm scared, but then as I 
calm down I realize that they might be just having a good time.  
"Skeletons will be skeletons will be skeletons."  I tut tut to myself 
"I remember back when I was recently deceased flesh."  Everything is a 
phase.

&

I spent a long time worrying about one problem.  Which was fine, I 
enjoyed it.  But now I don't have time for that, while I'm too 
disturbed to think through the implications of the present.

&

We gathered in the walkway while all the people passed by us.  We were 
talking, taking up 2/5ths of the walkway, and people were walking by us 
as we talked to each other.  It was strange how for us, the whole world 
existed, but we didn't notice who was walking past us.

&

"A rebel without a cause is the best kind of rebel of all: a liberal" 
you posted on social media.  That was pretty clever.  I'll give that 
one to you.

&

Am I sincere?  I think so.  Good, that means it's possible that I'm 
sincere.

&

Saturday night only comes once a year.

&

I could be mistaken, but I think the last time I saw you you were 10 
pounds lighter than you are now.  But I could be mistaken.  I guess 
time changes people.  What do you think when you look at me?

&

I went on ahead, but no one could catch up to me, so I ran back to 
where they were and then couldn't help but going out ahead.  I keep 
going on ahead, ahead, ahead, straining toward the future.  So what 
else could I have done but reach the end?

&

I got a property on an island nation out in the Carribbean.  I don't 
want to say any more lest you want to come visit and I have to let you 
play my steel drums and have all my coconut milk because I don't have 
any boundaries.

&

Confidence is the feeling you have when you're about to do something 
awesome that's going to work.  Or, when you're about to fail.  Lack of 
confidence is what you feel when you're about to do something that 
fails because of lack of confidence, or maybe because it was a stupid 
idea like you should have known all along.  Competence is the feeling 
you get after you don't realize you did the right thing over and over 
again and someone points it out.  Consequence is when something happens 
as a result of something else.  Confluence is when two flowing things 
join together, like rivers.

&

Am I really doing what I'm doing now?  The day is fine.  I thought I 
would go to a secret place, but I wanted to go to that secret place in 
public.

&

A smiling tourist came up to me as I was walking from one end of the 
plaza to the other, doing my religious devotions.  He wanted to take a 
picture of me, but I frowned really big and vehemently, and he got even 
more excited and just took a bunch of pictures of me.  I told him that 
in exchange, he would have to buy me a plane ticket back to his home 
country, and I would follow him around for the rest of his life.

&

Disasters happen every once in a while, maybe once a week.  Then, you 
try to clean up, wherever you happen to be in the world.

&

A rat was in my wall and I got really sad.  I wished I could talk to 
it.  "Hey, man, it's better outside.  This place has wires.  Outside 
you can be a rat."  But I guess from its perspective, it's being a rat 
just fine in there.  I still have to kill it.

&

A bear was hibernating all winter long while lots of important things 
happened outside her den but she didn't care because it was the weekend 
and she turned off her phone.

&

I just try to make ends meet the best way I can, by gluing them 
together.  I wonder if there's anything better I could be doing with my 
life.  Am I making anyone else's life better? 

&

Why am I here?  Why am I not on a mountaintop, with you?  Why am I not 
in my study, with you?  Why am I not in the crawlspace under my house, 
with you; or disembodied on drugs, with you?  I don't know.  You bury 
me underwater and I can't see and I forget to breathe.

&

I hope we all become unconscious, doing nothing, lingering in each 
other's presences.  I hope this, because it's morning time, and I have 
gone on ahead in life, and this is what's left.

&

The natural light is better when you can get it, but at night you may 
well have to turn on the artificial lighting.

&

A cumbersome person came into my life and I taught her how to lighten 
up.  It was great.  She got to the point where she would wear a Groucho 
Marx-esque disguise everywhere to herself spread joy to cumbersome 
people.  She's running for mayor, in our fair city.

&

You think the alphabet starts with "A", but then you realize, no, it 
starts with "Q".

&

I'm preparing a legal brief in my creative writing class.  I have to be 
careful with this thing.  If it gets out in the wild, it could 
establish the rights of leprechauns to defraud non-Irish people.

&

I grated a carrot for dinner, and cut up some turnips.  I wanted to 
scare you off, in case you don't like turnips.  I don't eat turnips 
that often, but I wanted to see how you would react.  I was testing you.

&

If people knew everything that went through my head, maybe I'd lose 
some friends, but maybe I'd gain some friends, but I'm not sure that 
the friends I'd gain would be good influences on me.

&

There's going to be a big revelation at the end of the town's high 
school football game.  The team has been saving it up all season.  Most 
people won't know what hit them, but I'm in on the high school football 
team's secret, somehow.

&

A gutter once woke up on the side of a street.  "Ugh... I had a bad 
weekend."

&

Have you ever stopped to wonder how many of your teachers are still 
alive?  I just wondered that today, so tonight I'm going to check on 
the Internet and see if I can get any information.  Probably the only 
thing that I could learn is that they are dead.

&

I was broken down on the side of the road.  Not my car.  My car was 
fine.  I was the one who was broken.  Someone brought a tow truck, and 
that cheered up my inner five-year-old boy.  I don't care if it cost me 
$80 for nothing.  I will pay anything to be happy again.

&

"Guard my stuff while I go to the bathroom, OK?"

She was sure I would say yes and didn't pay attention to see me oblige 
with a nod.

While she was relieving herself, I was so absorbed in my book that when 
the noted cafe thief Pierre T. came in and stole her laptop, I had no 
idea what happened.  (I only learned it was Pierre T. because they got 
him on the security tape, wearing his trademark beanie, his scars, and 
his striped shirt.)

She asked me, "What happened to my laptop?" and I said "I don't know."  
She looked at me sadly and said, "I see I mistook you for someone who 
cared."

&

We walked hand in hand, northwest from the garden.  We entered a 
veranda, and then went east into the house.  Her father saw us and 
said, "Well, son, would you like some lemonade?  I grinded it up 
myself."  And we sat on the divan, our hands holding each other and our 
other hands holding fresh-squeezed lemonade.  Future pop-in-law asked 
me what we had seen out in the garden.  "Oh," I said, "I guess we saw 
everything."  "Yes", he said, "You two are in love."

&

It was 10 minutes into the Raging Birds' concert, and I realized that I 
no longer liked my favorite band of 15 years' duration.  I am a 
principled person who avoids all fallacies, including the sunk cost 
fallacy.  So from my place by the stage I started shoving people out of 
the way and making a scene so I could get out of there as soon as 
possible and do something really rewarding with my life.

&

I'm pretty sure I've taken care of all the animal droppings from the 
little animals playing in front of the prince, and now I'm supposed to 
find the musicians who are going to rouse him to martial glory with 
their songs.  They're going to play three songs in the Lydian mode.  
But the small animals took too long, that is, the prince took too long 
to decide he wasn't getting anything from them, and now I have to go 
find the musicians, who have wandered away from where I last saw them.  
I spend thirty minutes looking, all over the palace, but it seems they 
have departed.

Or are they hiding?  I look in a few closets and then give up and tell 
the prince I can't find them.

&

No one ever told me the truth.  But it was okay with me.  I already 
knew the truth.  In fact, if I hadn't already known the truth, I never 
would have known it when someone told me the truth, to begin with.  I 
got that from a Plato dialogue... or did I?  We'll never know... heh 
heh heh...

&

I get depressed sometimes when things don't go my way.  Then I get 
anxious because I get so depressed.  And then I start obsessing about 
things, as a tic from my anxiety.  And then I start hearing voices, 
from the stress, and then to solve all of my problems, I become 
grandiose and energetic.

&

One thing I learned in elementary school, which may not have been the 
best lesson, but which has been my lesson, is that if you reveal your 
weakness, people will exploit it.  This is the power of insensitive 
people over sensitive people.

&

A court jester walked in on me and the prince having an argument.  The 
prince was telling me I wasn't worth the paper on which my employment 
contract was written, and that he was going to fire me and then cut me 
in pieces and leave me in the town square, as a warning to all 
incompetent people.  The jester came in and said, "Sir, I have 
forgotten the Italian language entirely, can you teach me how to speak 
again?"  And the jester did such a pitiful tumble on the ground, and 
his burned arm pointed out stiffly, and the prince was moved to tears 
at the fragility of human existence, but he had to keep up half his 
standards even if he couldn't exact the full measure of his threats, 
and he had me put on a giant dog suit and beg for food outside.  I 
didn't mind.  It got me out of the palace.  I don't have any pride.

&

I rescued a dog from the shelter and gave it some kibble.  It wasn't 
house trained yet, so I worked on that for a while until it was.  Then, 
I had a dog.

&

Can anyone tell me what the truth is?  Can anyone tell me what the 
truths are?

Can anyone tell me what time the library opens?  I need to check out 
some books to pass the time, because I am in the part of my life where 
I need to learn a lot of random things about anything.

&

Please don't put too much in the blender.  You will break the blender 
and your power shake will only be half-blended.  I will have to buy you 
a new blender.  Or you will somehow think that you shouldn't make power 
shakes any more.  But then, how will you get your power?  You will 
start taking multi-vitamins, which will drain your body's subtle 
energies, while still scientifically speaking making you healthy.

&

I got on my horse and started the parade.

&

She got in her car and drove away from him, noticing him follow her and 
then depart to one side, down the road that was his, and she thought 
about what they had experienced that day.  It was a nice day, a day to 
catch up about things.  It had been a while since they had talked.  It 
was nice.  It was nice, this song on the radio.  It was nice to be 
going home to make dinner.  It was nice.

&

I could tell you everything, but then more would crop up in my gullet.  
I'm a bird who can never get over the uncomfortable feeling that 
there's more to feed the chicks.

&

I check the clock over and over when I'm at work.  I don't know why.  
It doesn't make time go any faster.  I guess it makes sense, because 
I want to be rewarded with the sight of a half-hour down the drain, or 
a whole hour even.  But the only thing I like to do is work.

&

I talked to people waiting in line for the doctor's office.  I asked 
them why they were there.  Not to know their symptoms or diagnoses, but 
I asked them what they wanted out of their good health.  They thought 
it was a weird question and didn't respond, or told me so, but I kept 
asking people because I was stuck on that question and I didn't want to 
acknowledge social reality.

&

I got in the car and drove away from the concert hall.  What an 
astounding concert, I thought, but I knew from a two bar phrase, which 
only had one mistake in it, that the career of the performer was over.  
You can't hit the chord like that a tenth of a second late.  There's no 
excuse.  A tribe can't function with imperfect music.

It's just how things are.  My back could remember where it had been hit 
so that I would not make any mistakes.  And someday my day would come 
when my tribe would have no use for me, when I would make my mistakes.  
And I would be glad to be put out to pasture.  Conformity is the glory 
of humankind.

&

Very smart people designed this city.  Which is a good thing, I think.  
What if very dumb people designed it?  I think that would have been 
okay too, but most people would get frustrated and try to make it 
better.

&

A card-carrying member of the NRA came up to me on the street.  "Do you 
support the Second Amendment?"  "Yes!" I said, terrified he might track 
me down and shoot me.  "It is a great adjunct to individual liberty!"  
He looked at me sadly, hurt that I didn't understand that he had 
nothing against me.

&

I'm not sure all this talking is a good idea.  What do people do when 
they don't talk?  They act.  Isn't action a good idea?  Certainly.  
Action is what makes the world go 'round.

&

I try not to get too restless, but it's hard, with all my pent-up 
energy.  I have to let it out somehow.  If I don't, I'll explode!

&

People never see things your way.  That's a given.  But some people see 
things enough your way, and some don't.  That's up for grabs.

&

There was a huge windmill at the edge of town, back when we were young. 
 We didn't know each other back then, but our respective elementary 
schools both took us on respective field trips there, during which we 
practiced our self-control and our capacity to respect the people 
talking to us.  We got those words about respect drilled unto us and 
for most of us they didn't do a whole lot of good directly, but when we 
were hit with some life event with teeth, and we found ourselves 
respecting, we thought "Oh, so that's what they were talking about.  
Huh." and so I guess it did what it was supposed to do.

&

I saw a dinosaur the other day walking down the street.  Which street, 
you ask?  Uh, I think it was Robinson, or maybe Vermont.  I can't 
really remember.  You ask me if it was standing on its hind legs or 
walking on all fours... now that you ask, I'm not sure.  I know I saw a 
dinosaur, but you will never believe me, and I feel like there's 
nothing to say anymore.

&

If anyone sees me by myself over by the side of the room, it's because 
I'm thinking about something important that doesn't relate to me or 
to anyone I know, something that does nothing to save lives or kill.  

&

When we fell in love, we spent a lot of time arm in arm, walking around 
the city, and a lot of time on benches, trading kisses.  I was melting 
into you and you were dissolving into me, and finally we were truly 
ourselves.  We were using the best drugs and becoming as close to each 
other as humanly possible.  And now that we've been living together for 
4 years, something has changed, each year changed us from the last, and 
slowly we have become unconscious.

&

A carbon copy of my driver's license?  You must be mad!  I have no 
driver's license.  I can't even spell.

&

Three turkeys wandered out of the copse abutting my master's palace.  I 
ran over to them and shooed them back into the copse.  No one must know 
about these turkeys.

&

Great people usually spend a lot of time being weird.  There's an 
acronym, WEIRD, which stands for Western, Educated, Ideological, 
Rational, Deist, which describes the worldview of the cabals which 
control society.  Some WEIRD people are weird, and they are the 1% of 
the 1%.

&

Have you heard the story of the tortoise and the bear?  The bear killed 
all of the other animals, so that the tortoise could win.

&

When people make allowances for themselves, I guess that's a good 
thing, except that every allowance is a sum of money, and any 
sufficiently large expenditure comes at the expense of a human life.

&

How much of my life is what I would choose?  So then, how much of my 
life really represents who I am?  Every so often I get to be in the 
flesh who I really am.

&

I'm sitting on a park bench, 5,000 miles away.  You're here where you 
have always been.  I'm on the phone with you, explaining what I see.  
You're in your bedroom, lying back with your eyes on the ceiling.  You 
close your eyes to see what I'm describing.  You and I are connected 
over this phone connection, which is remarkable.

&

I liked to light the lamps in my house, so when they said they were 
going to switch the whole city over to electric lights, I was against 
it, but when they showed me how easy everything was, I was stupefied, 
and satisfied.

&

One time they perfected the art of reanimating dinosaurs and 
dinosaur-related animals, and they somehow brought a pterodactyl back 
to life.  They tied a dog to the back of a pterodactyl.  That dog was 
the first known mammal to ride on the back of a pterodactyl.

&

I saved up a fish in my koi pond to serve you for dinner.  Do you mean 
to say that you don't eat the flesh of animals?  And that fish are 
animals?  Very well, I will leave the fish be for another day.  What 
would you like to eat instead?

&

I was cutting into a pile of wood with a chainsaw.  I was feeling the 
power but also getting tired of holding the chainsaw.  Power is pretty 
empowering, but it takes power to be empowered by it.

&

Do I hear the train off in the distance?  I can hear something... the 
gates going down, to close off the intersections?  Yes... I think I 
hear it coming...

&

I'm so glad we had this discussion.  I like meeting you here at this 
community pool, under this umbrella.  This is great.  We can hear the 
little kids splashing in the shallow end.  You and I talk about your 
kids and I'm just listening for the moment you want me to babysit them. 
 I can hear the intention as it gets up in the morning and puts its 
shoes on and gets some tea, and checks its smartphone, and then thinks 
about "oh, what am I going to do today?  It's Saturday, my day off!  Oh 
but I love to do helpful things so much, it's what intentions love 
best!  Hmm, maybe I could help her out with her babysitting situation.  
I guess I better go out the front door and do some good in the 
community."  And when you ask for help with the kids, it's your 
intention asking for help, and I can't help but say yes to such a 
public servant.

&

When all of us gathered together in the afternoon, we thought about 
complaining about the heat, each of us, and we looked at each other's 
faces, and just from the exact amount of time we weren't talking, and 
the little pauses in our conversation, our subconsciouses put two and 
two and four and five together (because there were 13 of us), and came 
up with 13: we all nodded, slightly, in the unspoken common knowledge 
that it was too hot today, and that we were feeling it.

&

I have on my wall a framed diploma from the university I attended.  I 
received a B. A. in English Literature, and a B. S. in Mathematics.  
How did I do this?  I worked very hard.

&

She looked around for an opportunity to ask me something.  It was one 
of those nights where she would come over and wish that she could say 
what she really wanted to say.  We talked so much, but we could never 
connect.  But that's okay, because neither of us wanted to connect.  We 
weren't ready for that.  We were only 32 years old.

&

Can I go now?  I want to run around in circles outside.

&

In through the nose, out through the mouth, a breath enters and leaves 
me.  I'm just existing, vibrating, wondering.  I wonder if there's 
anything worth doing, any place worth my sympathy.  Do I really exist?

&

I feel like a horror sometimes.  Maybe I seem like one, too.  I feel 
like I'm dead and I lose consciousness.  There's a sense in which if I 
lose my life, I'm evil.

&

Dark thoughts occasionally come true but sometimes thinking about them 
is a honeypot.

&

A terrible person in a gas mask appeared on television the other night 
and wanted to know what was going to happen when he died.  Would people 
be happy?  Would people be sad?  He really needed to know.  He's a 
terrible person, but he also cares what other people think.

&

I played a harpsichord for the first time the other day.  It was pretty 
great.  I don't know if I'll ever get another chance to play a 
harpsichord again.

&

Wouldn't it be fun being a leaf falling from the Eiffel Tower?  You 
could go anywhere in Paris, as long as it was exactly where the wind 
took you.  You might land in the Seine, or in someone's gutter, 
assuming they have those in Paris, which I think is a reasonable guess.

&

Restlessly, I walked out of the house and down the road, wondering 
where I would end up.  I went down the hill and then back up the hill, 
where I could see all the way out to the ocean.  It was a pretty clear 
day, and I could see the sun up there in the sky.  I decided then and 
there to found my own guild.

&

Jumping up and down on this ship's deck is a lot of fun.  I just hope 
it doesn't capsize!  Hee hee!

&

I decided to make a quarry on my property so I could get some stone and 
trade it to my neighbors for wood.

&

I have strange feelings from time to time, but I figure since I have 
different ones that contradict, none of them are necessarily true.  But 
I am where I am, and I feel that I am done, even though it looks as 
though there is so much going on around me.

&

If I had a choice, could I have stopped what happened?  I guess if I 
had a choice, by definition I could have.  Would I have?

&

Brown is a good color.  It's the color of soil, stained wood, and 
ikons.  Unfortunately, it doesn't look as good on the Internet.

&

I prefer it when people address me by my routine name.  In my 
non-routine life, people call me by my birth name, the name that did 
not know whom I would become.  But I'd rather be called by my routine 
name, the name I adopt when I do my routines.  I chose my name, as 
surely as I chose my routines.  My chosen name expresses exactly who I 
am, but only while I do my routines.

&

I have a job taking people's tickets.  I see face after the same face, 
doing the same things, saying the same kinds of words.  I have entered 
into a flow of Pure Being.  But then I think, what have I done?  I've 
slandered Pure Being by identifying it with what I experience.  I've 
started predicating things of it, and that's a big no-no when it comes 
to Pure Being.  Everyone knows that.  But then it occurs to me that I 
can non-predicate of that which I experience but which never enters 
into words.  Oh snap.

&

We tend to know the future better than we realize.  We tend to know the 
past worse than we realize.  We tend to eat the wrong kinds of foods 
and think about what ways to make our lives better in a whirl of 
cognitions without actually making things better.  There are a lot of 
people like us, and we all identify with the same articles on the 
Internet.  There are other people of the exact same socioeconomic 
privilege level as us who like a whole other set of articles, and there 
are a bunch of people who have harder lives, some of whom are happier 
than us in certain ways, all of whom have it harder than we do.

&

Everything tells me that everything comes to an end, and everything 
that doesn't tell me things non-tells me that \\

&

Why am I doing what I'm doing?  I have no love in me.  The only thing I 
want to do is to be with you, but actually that's seeming more and more 
pointless as well.  I'm wondering if the secret to existence is to 
ignore what feels good and just do what is best to do.  You feel the 
same way.  It's only through discipline that we'll do anything worth 
doing.

&

I haven't worked on a jigsaw puzzle in a while.  But I do like working 
on jigsaw puzzles.  I have one I've never worked on.  I've had it for 
years.  Maybe the answer is to be found in doing that puzzle.

&

I don't even really appreciate art that much.  I like prints of Van 
Gogh as much as I like covers of the /Saturday Evening Post/ as much as 
I like my own self-portraits done in pastel colors on black paper.  I'm 
not picky.  What attracted me to the masterpiece was its price.

&

If someone told me a year ago that I'd be right where I am today, I 
would have said "Really?"  If someone told me today what I was doing a 
year ago, I wouldn't believe it, but I'd say "I'll take your word for 
it, my memory isn't so good."

&

Why do I delight in the things I delight in?  Should I be proud of 
delights?  I should not be proud, neither should I be shamed, of the 
way the wind sets my heart to wildness inside.

&

I always think and live and speak as though the conversation will go on 
forever and I'll never die and never go unconscious.  This ignorance of 
finitude: is it fake, or is it just a sign that I know something about 
reality?

&

If my center is not at my center, even if things are alright, the world 
doesn't line up with the world, and I can never be secure.

&

A goose runs at me every. single. time. I come up from the servants' 
quarters up to the palace.  Every time.  It's so annoying.  But I know 
that my job is not to change things, but to accept things as they are.

&

Most of what I say, I forget after saying it.  But some things, I 
forget even /before/ saying them.

&

Urbanization stopped right on the edge of my farm.  I got out my 
shotgun and threatened it and it was like "Okay, okay, we were just 
looking!"

&

I thought I wanted to get on this ride when I got in line, but now that 
I'm strapping in and wondering what will happen to the stuff in my 
backpack that I have to leave beside it, and now that I'm sitting here, 
I don't really like amusement park rides.  I have a feeling in the pit 
of my stomach, not of fear of the drop, but just that this place is Not 
to me.  Oh well.  I didn't wait in that line and get strapped in for 
nothing.  

&

I went ice-skating on the surface of the world's deepest lake while it 
was frozen-over.  Honestly it wasn't that different an experience from 
ice-skating on the lakes back home.

&

A caravan bought me from the slave market and took me north to the Land 
of Perpetuum.  What were they going to do with me?  Was I going to have 
to work for them forever?  

I got sold to a scary man wearing all black, who put me to work plowing 
the fields.  I worked for him for 45 minutes and he said, "No, you're 
doing it all wrong.  Seriously, if you're going to be a slave, do it 
right."

I try not to be greedy late at night when he leaves me next to the 
produce of the field.  I know he'll beat me if I eat any of it.  
However, I found a way to cheat him.  He doesn't know that I know how 
to write.  So I can just change the number on the paper so it says 
there's one less turnip.  But I don't really like turnips.  But then, 
I get hungry sometimes.

Is slavery a sustainable institution?  It seems to have lasted a long 
time.

&

Freshness, when it goes stale, is a fulfilling, virtuous, full-of-life 
life that misses reality.

&

I had to do my job, but it's not a job anymore.  It's just another trip 
through the variations.  This, I think, is my 18th or 19th time 
through.  A week is as long as a month, which is as long as a year.  
How long will I do this?  I guess for as long as I have to.  But I see 
the end in sight, like a billboard I recognize as one near my home.  

Finding fault is a good thing, if it makes things better, but it's bad 
if it kills someone.  Watching for danger is good if it saves your 
life, but not if it makes things worse.  Sharks are good but best in 
their own sea-restaurants, not flying in the sky.  Rats and pigeons 
live in the city.  I'm just trying to settle my mind on some of the 
things I've been thinking about.

&

When I was 6 years old, I lived in a garbage can outside your 
apartment.  You tried to call Child Protective Services, but I'd hide 
down in the garbage can and say in my adult voice, "I'm doing this of 
my own free will" and they'd leave me alone.

&

I was at the grocery store once, going around in circles, taking my 
time, when I ran into someone from my past.  That was awkward.  Then I 
ran into you, which was really shocking and overarousing, but good, I 
guess, and then I ran into my mom, back from the dead.

&

How is it that I've made it to the end of the variations already?  I 
was just starting to have fun.  Fun?  What's that?  It was the 21st 
time through the variations.  And now I'm done.  I will have to say 
goodbye to you, whoever you are, until we meet again.

What have I learned from this experience?  I have learned nothing of 
the content that I have recorded, for thoughts from the past are 
uttered into the blank and unechoing air.  Thoughts are for air, not 
for humans.  I have learned that I can go different places and express 
myself under different conditions.  I have learned what kinds of things 
fit in my pockets, and which don't.  I've learned to embrace the moment 
and let it go by planning for the future.  I've learned to walk around. 
 I've learned to work, and more importantly, I've learned /not/ to 
work.  I've learned about endurance and about taking breaks.  The 
variations haven't really taught me that much I had no clue of, and I 
wouldn't think to think about what they've taught me, except that it 
feels appropriate to ask what I've learned, here at the end of the 
variations.

I'll go on soon to hear what a different person said and recorded in a 
voice recorder, and I'll prepare it for publication, under the title 
/Variations/ and I'll pretend that I'm the author, although it was a 
different me which really was.  

&

A pressing problem arose the other day, so we attended to it.  And then 
we were feeling pretty good so we drove over to the laundromat and did 
our laundry, singing the songs of the Revolution.

&

Who will I meet at the end of my shift?  Will it be the Grim Reaper?  
Will it be Chance?  Will it be Todd?  I hope it's Todd.  I like Todd.

&

Under the ocean, some mermaids are playing poker, right at this very 
instant.  They're betting seashells.  A merman, at this very moment, is 
swimming in the ocean all by himself, whistling a tune.

&

Introduction

The volume that you read is an attempt to go through the variations, 
over and over.  It takes the form of writing.  Some of the writing is 
good, some of it is bad.  I left the bad writing in, except for the 
very worst, because it is good to read bad writing.  I won't tell you 
which parts are good and bad; that is up to you to determine.

&

We were on our honeymoon, enjoying the fruits of our love, and I said 
to you, "We can make this last forever."  And you paused and said as 
quietly and intimately as I had, "That thought is a temptation."

&

I saw a rat in our yard and I was going to kill it but you said, "No, 
just leave it alone."  So now I sit in our back yard and then lie back 
on the dirt and look at the clouds, lit up by the city lights at night.

&

A freshwater lake formed in our fields.  We didn't understand what 
happened until thousands of years later we, as our descendants, were 
writing hydrology textbooks and came across research saying that the 
glaciers melted and dumped their meltwater on our, as ancestor's, 
fields.

&

I spent 22 years of my life officially being made to be made to do 
things by other people.  For the last 12 years, I've been unofficially 
trying to learn to learn to not be made to do things by other people.

&

I give my blood, sweat, and tears to the corporation, and what do I get 
in return?  Money.  And then with my money I get to extract blood, 
sweat, and tears from other people.  Isn't it weird to desire other 
people's bodily fluids so much?

&

A pastoralist had some sheep that she was watching.  Sometimes she had 
to hit them to get them to move to the next pasture.  Did she really 
have to hit them?  Yeah, probably.  But then, I'm not a pastoralist.  I 
tend to assume that pastoralists know what they're doing, although and 
because I don't really know what I'm talking about when I talk about 
pastoralism.

&

I went down to the bank to get a bank account.  I tend to look for 
credit unions, but the bank had just swallowed up the last credit 
union.  So I needed to get a bank account so that I could do business.  
The bank said "Sure, give us your money."  I was pleased.

&

A turkey came out of the woods near our property and you said, "Oh, 
look, it's a turkey!" and I grimly said "Looks like I have to run at it 
like a maniac."

&

Everything comes to an end.  But then something hits -- bang! -- and 
everything starts up again.  Until finally that very phenomenon comes 
no more.

&

I wonder what the purpose of life is.  And then I stop asking the 
question.  I guess I've found the purpose of life.  I guess I'm 
satisfied.  Am I happy?  I guess I'm happy.  How could I tell the 
difference between satisfaction and true peace and joy?

&

I sat down with her, next to her piano.  She had a little spinet in her 
house, it was all she could afford at home.  "Why not get a keyboard?" 
I asked.  "No, I like the resistance of the keys."  "Okay," I said. 
 "I guess that make sense."  I knew that the kind of music she played 
was something kind of violent.  She was trying to play her own kind of 
music, and I don't know if I really understood it.  But we never really 
understand other people unless we spend time with them.

She was playing so hard in order to make her own kind of music, to be 
her own kind of person, so it seemed to me.  But I had to say that 
though I was waiting to love her through her music, all the music was 
was violent and repetitive.  It just filled the air, it just took up 
space in time, but it didn't enter into me.

&

It's said that people can get through anything if they have purpose.  
What about when the purpose itself makes them not want to get through 
the thing that tries them?

&

There is hope for you if you think you can have no rest, and fear for 
you if you get all your life from restlessness.

&

My mind is not free.  It's constrained by everything I know.  When I 
was young, I could run around, find the edges of the meadows and the 
paths that led out of each meadow, on each side of the meadow, leading 
to lakes, waterfalls, other meadows, and the small town where I grew up.

&

Turtles living on a farm in a central state could hear music from far 
away.  They knew that not all of them could make it to the music, but 
why should that mean that none of them could?  They calculated that if 
they could get 10 mating pairs over the fence, they could lumber into 
the new world and establish a whole race of turtles.  It would have 
been better for all the turtles to go, but what could they do?

&

If you look at someone twice as they walk by, you catch another angle 
and you see more details.

&

I had a lunch from a brown bag the other day.  It was a tuna sandwich 
and an apple.  I have this lunch every day, and I will never tire of 
it.  I'm probably going to get mercury poisoning.

&

What is the point of what I'm doing?  I can't see you, I can't touch 
you, and I certainly can't smell you.  Which might be just as well.

&

One time, I was trying to figure out how to model planetary motion, and 
someone said "Use conic sections".  I said, "Thanks, what's you're 
name?"  He said "Don't worry about my name, worry about the truth."  
And then the teacher caught us whispering and we both got suspensions 
for cheating.

&

My daughter and four of her 5-year-old friends and I were at the zoo 
and I had to have them walk in a single-file line.

&

One time, I went up to the stratosphere in a balloon.  I could see 
electricity up there, little dancing sparks.  You don't believe me?  
You don't believe there's electricity up in the stratosphere?  You 
have to see it to believe it.  Go up there in a balloon.

&

I saw a solid line on the road.  So I didn't try to pass the car ahead 
of me by driving on the wrong side of the road, which is legal out in 
the country, but only where there are broken lines.

&

Unfortunately, I had touched the weresnail's slime, which gave me some 
werelungworms.  At a spring tide, they turned into little people in my 
brain, and I went absolutely insane, in an irreversible and bad way.

&

A young person told me their life's ambition.  I'm not going to say 
if it was a he or a she in order to protect their identity.  You might 
know them personally.  Anyway, their ambition, so they said, was to 
become the mayor of a city, but it was one they didn't live in yet.  
They've been researching cities to become mayor of, and they found the 
perfect one.  So now they have to figure out a way to move there and 
get started there.  You'll know who I'm talking about in 10 years 
when they run for mayor, but only if you happen to move to the city or 
town in which they're planning to take up residence.

&

It's always possible to take another sip of water.  Taking a sip of 
water is a time-honored tradition observed all over myself for passing 
time.  You can lean on the sip of water like you're leaning on a crutch.

&

Thor and Zeus were having a lightning competition and set a barn on 
fire.  "With great power comes great responsibility" they said, and 
they meddled in the lives of the townspeople so that everything worked 
out for the people who lost the barn.

&

If we're innocent, we're safe, sometimes.  If we don't know what the 
danger signs are, we act in oblivious confidence, and sometimes it 
saves our lives and the lives of other people.  And sometimes it does 
not.

&

You can never really be prepared for the decisions which you will later 
regret.  And yet we can do our best, and fail to do our best.

&

We are getting a little closer to New York City.  We're looking out at 
the mountains.  Is that Nevada?  Colorado?  Or even Arizona?  We don't 
know, but we wonder.

&

A Christmas tree escaped from a house one December and went on a 
shopping spree with a pile of green cash.  No one thought anything 
amiss of this.  The Christmas spirit starts earlier and earlier every 
year.

&

I had 1.25 meals just now.  I'm pretty full, but I could have some 
dessert if you offered to me.  I'm not implying that you're supposed to 
offer me dessert, but if you happen to offer me dessert, I will 
definitely eat it.  But when I say that, I'm not trying to get you to 
offer me dessert.  I'm just saying that I like dessert, and I am 
currently in a state in which I would be receptive to dessert.  Only 
offer me dessert out of your untrammeled sovereign free will.

&

Okay, little ant, you can hang out on my finger as I type... maybe not 
for too much longer.  There's no food on my hand.

Walk on the bench instead, little friend.

&

I used an umbrella the other day.  I opened it up, and it kept the rain 
off me.  This is like how when I'm with you I open up, and it keeps the 
rain off.

&

It can get really warm and dry this time of year, but I keep forgetting 
and leaving my water at home.

&

Mary of the Pacific appeared to me somewhere out on the ocean.  She's 
not the Mother of God, she's Martha's sister.  She wants me to look 
at the sunset.  "Sigh," I say, "Maybe I've been sailing alone too 
long."  "Maybe," she says, "But you're seeing some good sights out 
here."

&

I see a further tree out the window, being moved by the breeze.

&

I wore braces when I was younger.  The idea was to straighten my teeth. 
 It hurt, but I got through it.  The moral of the story is that if you 
endure pain, you get something that's kind of nice.

&

We spotted each other as we gathered on the little hillock outside of 
Santee, or outside of Otay Mesa, I can't be sure which.  Every place is 
the same, what is different are each of the seconds that pass as we 
ride our BMX bikes.  Reality is evenly split between the seconds that 
pass as we ride our BMX bikes, and literally all of the rest of our 
existence and the existence of all experiencing beings and of 
impersonal Being itself for all time.

&

I can't imagine being a tree.  Actually, I can, and that's why I 
don't think I could do it.

&

Living in a city is strange.  You can be lonely without having 
solitude.  You are surrounded by riches, but it's all saltwater to 
drink, and you only have a few sweet springs to really drink from.

&

I picked up the phone, trying not to be angry when I made the phone 
call.  Sometimes when people have power, they play games with you.  
They avoid work, and leave you holding the bag.  People in power should 
imagine me as though I'm Dwayne "The Rock" Johnson, a lifehack I heard 
about from an Internet article, but they don't, so I just sound like a 
loser when I try to get my rights.

&

I come up over the hill and I'm gasping.  I want to stop running, but I 
also want to keep running.  I know that if I run at the top of this 
hill, along the flat part, for long enough, I'll halfway catch my 
breath, and the lactic acid will mostly clear out of my muscles, or 
whatever it is that make them burn.  My liver will probably catch up on 
whatever it's supposed to be doing, and my heart rate and breathing 
rate will come down a bit.  And then the rest of the run will be more 
manageable.  But this run is definitely /a run/, a finite being with 
limitations, who cannot take on the full tragedy of loving every living 
being in existence.

&

I weighed out a troy ounce of gold.  "The car is yours!" said Lenny.

&

A bear once escaped from the zoo and they had to shoot it.  Whose fault 
was that?

&

Wastewater is something we have to manage.

&

I said I was going to take a sip, but in reality I took 3 or 4 little 
gulps.

&

A rescue helicopter came to our town, and we were on the roof of the 
house, with floodwaters at 10 feet, and we had no way to get out.  And 
the helicopter took its sweet, sweet time with everybody else, while we 
waited for it.  And after a while I remembered that the Stoics had 
something to say about situations like this, but the only Stoic phrase 
I thought I could remember was "Where death is, I am not."  This didn't 
make any sense in our situation, so we just swore at the helicopter and 
said it was stupid and said that the government was run by a bunch of 
morons.  And then when the helicopter came, it could sense that in our 
minds, because it's an intuitively sensitive helicopter, and the pilot 
couldn't understand why it wouldn't come close to us.  And we felt as 
though we were the victims of a great injustice, and felt that the kind 
of people who would allow this to happen to us were immoral, and that 
that iron sword of morality would emerge deep within their physiologies 
and smite them into robotically and murderedly doing the right thing 
for us if we just protested, but the helicopter wouldn't come back and 
in despair we lay down on the roof and I remember that it was you who 
was the first to say, "Well, it's been a good life." And we agreed to 
die well, and when the floodwaters rose over the house we swam and swam 
amid who knows how much cholera and household debris, until we finally 
made it down to the Mississippi River, where we hailed a water taxi 
which was ferrying people to a middle-of-the-river casino but they 
didn't let us on so we started grumbling about injustice again and they 
got mad at us and shot at us with firearms which were legal under the 
Second Amendment and we went further down the Mississippi River to get 
away from them until finally we arrived in New Orleans, where we got 
out of the river and looked for some place to take a shower, but it 
didn't look like there were any places to shower in the entire city of 
New Orleans, which was pretty strange since somehow the people there 
take baths, but neither could we find any bathtubs, which was pretty 
spooky, but we didn't let that bother us, instead we recited some poems 
that we had learned in middle school and then found a television and 
saw that our whole hometown had been destroyed so then we thought we 
would resettle in New Orleans but then we thought maybe that wasn't the 
best idea because we couldn't figure out how to bathe here, so we got 
on the Amtrak train and rode up to Chicago where they had showers, and 
we got cleaned up and got a place to stay for a week, and that whole 
week we just sat around, doing nothing, in perfect silence, achieving 
absolute bliss, which was the last happiness we would ever feel for the 
rest of our lives but at least we had the memory of that happiness to 
sustain us in the midst of the trials to come.

&

This car will drive until it runs out of electricity.  So instead of 
driving it, we can chill in the backseat reading our smartphones.  
Wowee, isn't 2025 pretty great, or whatever year it is they come out 
with driverless cars on the mass market?

&

I do things just because I do them.  There is no reward.

&

Gracing my presence with your smile, you sit down at the table and play 
with the umbrella in your water.  You are bored, listening to 
everything I say, but you are not listening.  You are listening and you 
are not.

I'm talking about what happened yesterday.  I was in the middle of the 
courtyard when a loud noise sounded, over in the street.  I went out to 
look to see what had happened, but I couldn't see anything.  I looked 
up and down the street, and came back, and saw that a teenager had 
stolen something from the courtyard.  It was a little table.

You gasped when I said that it had been a teenager.  Surely twenty year 
olds committed crimes -- but a teenager?  How close to birth would 
corruption strike?  But you didn't really care.  Your eyes got big and 
you gasped, but you didn't really care.  You were thinking about 
something entirely different, and I'll never know what it was.

&

Where do we stand, when the armies come?  Do we stand in front of them, 
ready to die?  Do we stand behind them, having sneaked around behind 
them with water balloons, hoping to provoke our capture and enslavement 
with one last joke?  Do we stand with our own army, to fight to the 
last?

&

I got a lot of Mason jars during the Mason jar craze.  The price of 
Mason jars was sky high, and people said it was only going to go up.  
People were going to start putting all their food in Mason jars.  And 
then we heard that people were going to put all their clothes in Mason 
jars.  I should have known at that point that I was in a giant Mason 
jar bubble, but it never dawned on me, or anyone else, it seems.  I 
wonder how many other truths I push to the unregarded edges of my 
consciousness just because I'm caught up in some kind of 
long-propagating mass hysteria.

&

Earlier today, in the early morning, I saw a seven-legged spider, an 
amputee, in the refrigerator.  "That's no place for a spider", I 
thought, and I used a knife to catch its silk as it descended to a 
lower shelf, and drew it down to the kitchen floor, where it eventually 
made its way under the stove.

Just now, miles away, a similar-looking spider (same or similar color 
at least, same or similar size), appeared in my field of view and ran 
directly to me, and found my shoe, paused, and then went under my chair 
in the library.  It was missing a leg, one of its front two, just like 
the other.  What is the meaning of a seven-legged spider?

&

The prince is bored so I go over and ask him what he wants.

"I don't know," he says.  "I wonder if I shouldn't have sent away 
Marta Piranesi."  Oh no, I'm in for it.

I reassure him that no, it was all for the best, and he says to me, 
with tears in his eyes "You are a loyal servant and even a true friend."

&

/You/ waved at me.  /I/ figured /you/ out.  /You're/ trying to be 
friendly.

&

If I leave a thread unpulled, someone will pull it and maybe the whole 
rug will come undone, or maybe not.

&

Talking is one of those things that human beings are good at.  So is 
using tools.  I think that talking helps us learn how to use tools, and 
vise versa.  (Get it?  "Vise versa"?)

&

At work, sometimes we have to put barium in a concentration of cesium 
and fluorine.  Or at least, I think that's what we do.

&

Deep in the future, I'm glad that I've had the brain implants 
necessary for me to value life.  Would it have been better if I had 
actually lived life?  No, reality is no good.

&

Can anyone tell me what time it is?  I see you rushing past me on your 
way to a different place.  I call for your attention and you stop and 
tell me the time.  You are so business-like about it, and then you keep 
going.  What did I really want from you?  Well, at least I know what 
time it is now.

&

I take a long draw on my day, and swish it around in my mouth, and my 
eternally timeless being of pain feels a little more temporal, and I am 
that I am glad.

&

Nobody considers me a fool.  A jerk, yes.  An idiot, certainly.  A 
loudmouth, of course.  A bully, constantly.  But nobody considers me a 
fool because that's an old-fashioned word, and we live in the absolute 
present.

&

I can't think about what I'm doing too much or my whole body will 
disintegrate and become invisible, and time will stop, and everything 
will fall apart and I'll never get to my destination.  If I think about 
what I've just done, I lose my momentum, like that one time I was 
water-skiing and the cord broke and sure enough I fell into the water, 
nearly drowned, and swore off water-skiing for literally the rest of my 
life.

&

I was walking my old donkey to town with some bags of produce to sell.  
My old donkey kept stopping and eating grass, so I hit it and it kept 
going.  After that trip, I decided, "That's it.  I'm getting a new 
donkey."  But I kept the old one, because I need to set an example for 
my kids so they don't starve me to death when I'm too old to work.

My donkey looks at me knowingly -- no, donkeys don't know that much, do 
they? -- I'm just projecting, out of a sense of guilt.  Right?

My donkey wanders around the little pasture around my cottage, 
sometimes sitting down in the shade.

&

A bunch of little surprises, laid out in a line.  This is the good 
life, which can be repeated.  A single awful surprise followed by 
jagged monotony.  This is the bad life, that makes us slander surprise.

&

There's a spot on my left bicep that itches.  Why?  I do not know.  Is 
it an invisible fungal infection?  An invisible rash?  Invisible bug 
bites that don't raise the skin?  Dry skin?  A hallucination?  I don't 
know, but it makes my life more interesting.

&

I was at the end of the line on an adventure.  We were journeying over 
the mountains, seeking the Land of Perpetuum.  We heard that the people 
there had developed a sustainable society.  Somehow they had figured 
out how to stop soil depletion so that they didn't have to keep 
cultivating new land.  Was it a superior form of crop rotation they 
had?  Also, their land had had internal and external peace for 200 
years, while ours had had war for the last 6 out of 10 decades.  

I was in the rear of the procession, and I was tired.  Was I going to 
make it?  There was a kind fellow traveler who was stronger than me, a 
woman, who took one of my bags.  That helped, but earned me the scorn 
of all the men, who spat on me and called me a weakling.  Little do 
they know that I have no masculine pride...

&

I got an incandescent lightbulb the other day because fluorescent light 
is substandard, except that it saves some electricity.  I will make all 
kinds of sacrifices to not have to be under fluorescent light.  I will 
go down to just having one bulb on at a time.  The wall explodes and a 
minotaur runs through, bellowing and smashing!  I am happy because I 
get to live in a life where I can make good on my desire to not be 
under fluorescent lighting, somehow.

&

You were wondering where I was, but I was just outside, taking care of 
the garden plants.  You like our garden, but I don't know why.  Is 
there something that I like, that you don't understand?  Maybe I should 
just live for what makes me feel good, just like everyone else.

&

If things are difficult to do, I guess you're supposed to do them, 
rather than putting them off.  But then, maybe the things you want to 
put off are useless and unnecessary.  Maybe the job will go away, or 
someone better qualified and more motivated will take it for you.  All 
that's possible.

&

Tying things together into a neat package is generally what I try to 
do.   It's very satisfying.  I love wrapping Christmas presents.  It's 
the thing I'm best at doing.

&

Everyone's looking around, trying to see what there is to find.  We 
look for two kinds of things: things which satisfy our hungers, and 
things which we have known and come to truly love.

&

Can we cancel the TV show?  Pleaaase?  Pretty please with a cherry on 
top?  I'll do extra chores.

&

I put butter on my bread and made some pretty good buttered toast.  I 
crunched on it for a little bit until my robot servant came to me with 
the newspaper.  "Thanks, Carl" I said.  Carl was really happy.  I'm 
glad when we made AI, we made it get really happy when we appreciated 
it.

&

It was a long day at work, and I was rubbing my forehead a lot.  I 
rubbed a little callus on my forehead.  See, you can feel it if you put 
your hand on my forehead to see if I have a fever.

&

She walked out on the balcony and looked at the day, looked at the sun 
rising.  She wondered what the music of the morning would sound like, 
played gently on a piano, or a synthesizer with light keys.  It could 
not be what she had.  She would never love it.  She would never enjoy 
or delight in it, because it would be inferior.

She went back inside and reasoned a bit about what she was going to do 
next, and then called up the ritual organizer to organize one of the 
tribe's rituals for her.  Maybe she would meet someone new at her 
ritual.

&

I got on the train and I was standing up, swaying when the train rolled 
over that part of the track they never completely fixed.  No big deal, 
we're going to get to our final destination someday, the heaven of God.

&

Being is what it is and it's not about you.  Reality is that which is 
not about you?  Is that true, or is that a lie that you know with every 
fiber of your natural, personal being?  Is ontology a trick of the 
mind?  Maybe ontology has value because it provides a way to not be 
caught up in use and usefulness.  When I'm talking about ontology, I'm 
talking about how if you say "being is X", you were really talking 
about "pure being + X".  If you want to understand more about this 
mystery, I suggest you look it up yourself, because I have to get back 
to wallowing in my nature and what I take personally.

&

A treasure hunt began and ended at my door.  That's because I'm a 
valuable person, and I sent everybody off on a wild goose chase that 
lasted about a decade.

&

The thing that's hard is that you have to walk yourself to your death, 
one step at a time.  It would be so much nicer if death got in its car, 
drove up to your house, got out, slowly passed straight through your 
wall and killed you unawares.  Wouldn't that be nice?

&

I turned over a pot of water in the back yard.  I didn't want mosquitos 
to breed in it.  I didn't want to let there be more lose-lose 
situations than the proper number.

&

I tipped a jar of water over for no good reason.  Can you think of a 
good reason to tip a jar of water over?

&

I can't hear people all the time.  I try not to be deaf, but it's hard 
to hear people.  I can hear the sounds of light off in the distance, 
this storm that generates planes of light, not lightning but rather the 
light of the strange worlds of paintings.

&

I had some water just now because water is something that I can drink 
for very cheap.  I would recommend replacing soda with water.  You save 
money and don't take in the empty calories.  Diet soda may not have too 
many calories, but I think water is better because it is plain.

&

But I have had the feeling that there is no future left in the entire 
timeline over and over and over.  What a strange feeling to have recur.

&

I stood in the middle of an echoing hall on a dim day, as cold as my 
feet.  You walked toward me in a giant, heavy nightgown, having got up 
at the fashionably late hour.  We were meeting for the first time, not 
realizing we were meeting, as I went to do some business in your 
father's house.  A great romance lay ahead of us, but we didn't realize 
it then, mainly because it wasn't with each other.

&

We're flying on an airplane from Los Angeles to New York City.  We've 
never been to New York City, but we've heard a lot about it.  I got 
bored so I got up and got a stranger to trade seats with me.  Now I'm 
sitting next to a very interesting elderly gentleman who is telling me 
his life story.

&

Pretty soon I end up back in a place with a Bay, like I'm used to.  How 
did that happen, either?  I guess I'm okay with it.

&

A cartographer came in to the radio station and wanted to talk to me on 
the air about the new map that he made.  "I'm sorry," I said, "We 
don't talk about maps on the radio because no one can see them."

&

Sometimes young people are curious about people who are different from 
them.  Older people have learned that curiosity doesn't do anything to 
cats, but it does leave scars on the psyche and conscience.

&

If you hate your job, should you quit?  Or should you soldier on?  This 
is one of those questions I hope we ask so many times to no purpose 
that we treat it like the question "What is the meaning of life?"

&

Perhaps I should meet with other aged persons, we should talk about the 
terror of death and about how hard it is to get out of the rain.  Maybe 
the thing that makes life bearable and have meaning is to be with other 
people.  Maybe that's really, though, because we don't share our 
deepest thoughts with each other, and instead, we distract each other 
(through our shared play of thoughts and words) from the deeper 
reality, which is the terror of death and the end of all meaningful 
activity.  Do I really want the truth?  Do I want deepness?  No, I want 
shallowness... but I do want deepness and truth.  Why else would I have 
gone on ahead?  Used to want deepness and truth and then I got too 
much.  Now, I'm waiting to die, or for a technological solution.

&

You couldn't ask for anything more.  You had it all.  You had it the 
way you wanted it.  You were there.

&

I made some pottery the other day but nobody wanted it.  So I put it on 
my shelf where it's going to collect dust next to the other pieces of 
pottery.  But I'm going to dust them all, because that's what I do.

&

Are you losing patience with me?  I've tried to say things, but maybe 
I'm saying nothing at all.  Can you say something to someone when 
there's a structure in your psychic flesh-heart which is unbroken, and 
it remains whole in theirs?  You can say words, but they remain at the 
unregarded margins of consciousness, seen but not admitted inward.  You 
can communicate a lot of stuff that doesn't matter because neither of 
you exist.

&

Can everyone see what I see?  No, not unless they are in the same room 
as me, and have their eyes open, and they're paying attention.  I 
don't think anyone can ever have the same interpretation of things as 
me, unless they're really in tune with me on a relational level.

&

I could fit all of my belongings on the back of a tortoise.  Not one of 
the smaller desert tortoises, but one of those truly large tortoises.  
Still, it's not much to possess.  But the tortoise would be burdened 
with it for the rest of my life.

&


I groaned far too long, and people stopped thinking I was a human 
being.  They thought I was a zombie, so they came over and patted my 
head.  "There, there, everything's going to be alright" they said.  
They were waiting for when the world would end, and all the horrors in 
their lives would go to nothing, along with all the beauty.

&

The blank canvas on the halfeasel that leans to against the garden 
fence is for me to paint on.  And what will I paint?  I'm not a 
painter, so I will paint nothing.  But this is not life, when all of 
life is done.

&

I went down the beach on my lunch break and fished for crabs with 
little pieces of hot dog.  I love working near the beach.

&

A wasteland of unused options presented themselves to my past self, but 
I've moved on.  I'm pretty good at this moving on thing.  Who are 
you?  What was I talking about?  Just kidding, I retain an awareness of 
that which is important and which people around me approve of and 
discipline me to have if I don't pay attention.

&

Iron sharpens iron -- until there's nothing left.  Steel sharpens steel 
-- and there's sparks.  Gold sharpens gold -- with interest.  Platinum 
sharpens platinum -- to a fine point.

&

A grasshopper landed in my spaghetti at the outdoor pavilion at the 
multicultural fair in the park in the neighborhood.  It didn't seem to 
want to leave, nor to eat.  I looked at it for several minutes, and 
then prodded it, and it flew away.

&

I posited something important, but no one believed me.  "He's just 
positing things again", they said, by way of establishing their 
dismissal of me.  I think they get threatened when I'm positive.

&

My cup of water runs out and I refresh it so that I can be refreshed.

&

You would think that work would be entirely effortless, but in fact, it 
involves a lot of discipline.

&

If a county line got bored of where it was, maybe on Saturday nights it 
would jump over a little bit, just to see what things were like in the 
other county.  It wouldn't tell the road signs or anything, it would 
just be its little secret.

&

I caught Cupid and Venus over near the prince's bedroom.  They were 
sad.  The prince had rejected their pawn.  I talked to Venus a little 
bit (Cupid wasn't interested in talking) and she said "Yeah, I don't 
know.  I'm a Roman goddess but I don't have much power over this 
guy."  I said "God is dead."  "Really?" she said, "But that's a 
Western, Judeo-Christian, Abrahamic way of looking at things."  
"Yeah," I said "That makes sense.  But maybe it's the same idea for 
you."  She looked at me kind of funny and said "You know, maybe you're 
right.  You're a bright young man.  You're ambitious, right?"  "Of 
course."  "Maybe you and I could figure out how to undo this 'death of 
God' thing so we can get this prince to fall under my power."  
"Well," I said, "I'll think about it."

&

You called me on the phone the other night but I was busy so I pushed 
the little button on my phone that silences the call and the phone went 
to voice mail but you didn't leave a voice mail.

&

She leaned against the piano, feeling all the failure of the day soak 
into her from the piano.  What did the piano know?  Who had left their 
secrets in his keys?

She knew this piano well, having played it just now in the concert, 
which had ended, leaving her all alone at the end of the night.

She had failed to play what she needed to play.  She needed to play the 
songs of her tribe, but she could not.  Her fingers were breaking from 
the effort.  So she leaned against the piano, and wondered what a piano 
might think, if all its strings were out of tune; and it was too old, 
all its strings would always be getting out of tune.  Can a piano be 
put to another use in a conservatory?  It could be made into firewood.

She knew that she had more hope than an old piano.  She could retrain, 
though she had less than half her life left to live.  What was 
important was that she fit exactly in to what her tribe required.  
Without this, she could feel no joy.

He came in and told her to leave, because it was getting late and he 
had to lock up the building.  He knew that she was not going to be a 
pianist anymore.  He knew what she was doing, leaned up against the 
piano.  That piano was full of stress and excitement, invested in it by 
many a performance.  A piano's life is utter boredom, then utter 
passion, then a reverberation in a dark or dim room.

She got up and said "thank you" and went outside and finally got in her 
car, her fingers aching from the music which her tribe required.  She 
drove away and went home, and could not sleep.  She still has not 
slept, to this very day.

&

If I have to tell you something, that's not a good sign.

&

A billboard several blocks north of my house displays a fourteen foot 
tall face of the man who defrauded me 6 years ago.  I try to remember, 
but I try to forget.

&

A cardboard cutout of President Reagan sat down next to a cardboard 
cutout of President Lincoln.  Reagan cutout wanted to know Lincoln 
cutout's Lincolnian wisdom.  "Alas," said Lincoln cutout, "I was 
printed after you were."  "It doesn't matter how old you are, my fine 
fellow cutout.  Don't let anyone look down on you because you are 
young.  What matters is what image you are made in."

&

I got a pet snake, because why not?  You didn't understand why I did.  
Wouldn't I have to feed it live mice?  How weird is that?  To put a 
predator in a cage and then give it food.  But I had to have the snake, 
and I had to feed it mice.  I didn't understand, but you have these 
things too which you don't understand, and is it like we have to get 
them out of our systems?  Or is it that we're hypnotized, blanking out 
portions of our life so that we can arrive at the grave sooner?  I 
don't know, I know this is all pretty dark, but you wouldn't be my soul 
mate if you didn't think things like this yourself.  Marriage is 
something which brings out the differences in people, which I guess is 
the only reason why we're both still alive.

&

I read a Tarzan book when I was sick and tired.  It was about the right 
level of reading challenge when I was 11 years old.  I can remember the 
light coming in the window as I read the book.  I don't know why you 
would care about any of this I just told you.  Unless maybe you care 
about me.

&

I got a dog a few years ago, and she's getting pretty old now.  I take 
her for walks in the neighborhood.  It's pretty good, but now her hip 
is starting to act up.  So I think about death a little bit, on my 
lunch break.  The slow and philosophical side of me says "All things 
must pass", but the slow and supple side of me feels a deep sorrow, but 
the deepest, quietest, tiniest, driest part of me knows that all dogs 
go to heaven.

&

We were at the Mexican restaurant in Old Town, eating plates with 
salty, fatty food, chili relleno plates and vegan taquitos, and we were 
serenaded by mariachi musicians.  Now those guys, they know how to 
live, and I thought about learning Spanish and leaving the "first 
world" behind.

&

If someone caught a fish, they could eat it.  Are we predatory animals, 
or can we choose a different way?  Who wants to live a life of 
heartbreak?

&

A rabbit found something to nibble on.  She nibbled and nibbled until 
there was nothing left on the surface.  Then a farmer came and pulled 
up the roots of the plant -- a carrot.  The rabbit was not there to see 
what happened.  She was off in a hedge, resting and wondering what to 
do next.

&

The rich get more because they're rich, and the poor get less because 
they're poor.  It's the way of the world.  Unless the rich start 
valuing silly things, or the poor start a revolution, or rich people 
develop a conscience.

&

Trouble followed me around.  I fed her.  Trouble is a cat.  We all know 
who she is.  She's a friendly cat, but none of us want to let her in 
our houses.

&

Can someone tell me what time it is?  Is it time to get a watch?  If I 
get a watch, won't I become overly conscious of time?  I want to 
carefully adjust myself to fit my sensitivities.

&

If I died in the visible world, it would only threaten my visible life. 
 But because my life is no longer totally indexed-chained to the world 
of axes and bullets, I am not so afraid.  In fact, in place of true 
courage, I am simply done with taking notice.

&

You have to go, so you get up from the umbrella table, and I get up and 
we walk to our automobiles.  You drive a Saturn and I drive a Subaru.  
You drive away and I follow you, like a dog, to the place where I turn 
away my own way, like a cat.

&

If I focus on the pavement as I run, I don't think about anything else, 
and this is how I can make it over the hill and through the canyon.

&

Three blind mice shivered in the cold, so I took them into my house to 
keep them away from Trouble.

&

I thought about giving up, but then I decided to keep going.  Usually 
this means that I'll give up soon, anyway.  But that doesn't always 
happen.  There are some paths that I'm not going to go down, whole 
backstories to other people's lives.

&

I grabbed your hand when you were about to cross the street.  You 
thought it was because I loved you, but I didn't love you yet, I was 
going to love you later, but not just then.  No, like a four-year-old 
you were about to wander into traffic, and like your mom I didn't trust 
your instincts.

&

Am I ever going to grow up?  That's an easy question to answer.  I've 
already grown up.  I have already attained my maximum height, for my 
entire life.

&

Sometimes I do my chores and pay my bills.  These are ways I fill my 
time.  But they aren't what I do when all of life is done, for they too 
are a part of life.  But they are the lightest and simplest parts of 
life.

&

The Pirouettes were on tour once and we followed them to every tour 
date.  It's a good thing that the Pirouettes were on land, so that we 
could do this.  We couldn't afford plane tickets to hop any continents. 
 This time it was just me and two of my fellow fans, crammed in a car, 
using money that would never be ours again.

&

A rattlesnake is making a pretty cool sound.  Am I going to die?  No, 
not today.  Unless I get struck by lightning.  Or I get in a car 
accident.  Or have an unexpected heart attack.  Or I get in a gunfight 
with police.  Or I set my house on fire by accident.  Or I call 911 and 
report that I'm dead and feel such a sense of duty that I finish myself 
off.

&

A grasshopper was acting kind of strange nearby me.  It was running 
around in circles.  I tried to see if there were any other creatures 
acting strange, because maybe there was an earthquake coming.  But it 
was just the grasshopper.  What was the little guy up to?  I tried 
asking him, but he didn't understand what I was saying.  I wondered if 
he'd get tired.  So I sat out in the sun and watched him, but then I 
got tired and went inside because I had to go to the bathroom and then 
I forgot about him while I did important things that had to be done.

&

Setting up a pattern creates expectations.  Expectations lead to mental 
slavery.  That's why I try not to be a dependable person.

&

I ate a peppermint candy after dinner and was glad, because it helped 
me with the sudden interruption which was the group of female friends I 
knew in college who were irresistibly fun and who got me into that one 
club that only lets women in.  It's a pretty nice club, but kind of 
intimidating if you have bad breath.  I'm always looking for a wife, 
but you know what they say, "Women will never marry men with bad 
breath."

&

If you can get writing off a plate with rubbing alcohol, can you get a 
memory out of your mind with poisonous, life-ending thoughts?

&

Imagine what it would be like to be a marker.  People would expose your 
vital life essence to the dry air by taking your protective head 
covering off, and then very soon they would draw you across paper, 
pulling the life essence out of you by capillary action or some such.  
You bleed out of your head, according to their pleasure and 
psychological needs (art).  And then they would put your cap back on 
and ignore you for 100 days.

&

A car swerves past me as I'm getting on the freeway and I can feel my 
heart pounding.  "I could have just died" I thought.  So then I did 
that thing where I think about death, where I think the same thoughts 
about death I always do, concluding with "Where death is, I am not, 
whence death; Death will never touch me with my dying breath".  It's a 
line from a poem I wrote in college, the only one which I can remember 
to this very day.

&

I try to keep up with things, but it's hard, because things keep 
changing.  I get to a point in my life where I am what I am, and 
there's a carved-out part inside of me, and I don't have whatever it 
was that used to be there that used to have no problem with life.  I 
didn't ever understand people who cowered before, but I'm not longer 
able to not cower and be anxious.  I'm sorry, cowerers.  I wish I had 
understood before, and I hope there's some way out of cowering.

&

I'm not the custodian of my own desires.  If I were, I'd have a mop and 
bucket and be able to clean them out so that other people could enter 
into them and not be put off by the mess.

&

A ghost and I were waiting in line for the movies.  I tried to put my 
arm around my ghostfriend, but I just looked weird.  It makes more 
sense to have this kind of friend when I'm alone.

&

Coldness is like a flavor.  Cold water is different from warm water.  
Cold soda is different from warm soda.  Cold people are different from 
warm people.

&

I muse to myself, "Werelungworms... who else has werelungworms..." and 
then I think "Well, who else than the weresnail I got them from?"  So I 
walk around, trying to find her, and one day, by chance, I see her, on 
a new moon, walking in the street wearing a sheet.  I don't ask her how 
she got there, I just ask her about werelungworms.  She says that they 
drive her crazy, too.

Suddenly, a police car drives up with its sirens playing and its lights 
flashing.  The police get out and escort the weresnail into the back of 
the car, and drive her away.

I had been on the point of offering her to stay in my apartment, seeing 
how hard life must be for her.

&

It's a joy to serve other people, but then the other people feel 
obligated to do something for you, and that's a drag.  It's a joy to 
give and a drag to receive.  Please don't give me things.  Get away 
from me.

&

I'm waiting for the train to come in.  I used to love waiting for the 
train, but now I hate it so I walk everywhere.

&

A crazy person ambushed me from behind and as he was drawing the knife 
across my throat, I was wondering what to do.  Can you reason with a 
crazy person?  Then he cut my throat and I bled out and died.  He ran 
away and my spirit followed behind him.  And then they took my body 
away and my spirit got bored.  Whatever, he was just some crazy guy who 
came in and out of my life.

&

When prosperous people came to our small desert outpost, we were happy 
to see them because we knew that they were usually generous, purchasing 
our baskets and dates, except for when they weren't.

&

I bought a ticket to Dallas the other day at work.  Dallas... the city 
of my dreams.  I was supposed to be working, but I get my work done on 
time usually, so they don't mind.  Man, when I get there, it's going 
to be great.  I bought two tickets.  You want to come?

&

A porcupine was getting really tired and couldn't remember why she was 
still awake, but there was definitely something so she wandered into a 
hedge where I was trying to hide and poked me with her quills.  "Ouch!" 
I said, and the manhunters heard what I said but they said "Nah, we 
were probably just hearing things."  So I looked at the porcupine, and 
she curled up and went to sleep right in front of me.  So I thought, 
when in the hedge, do as the hedge-dwellers, and also took a nap.

&

For the first time in 100 years, the bridge is going to be shut down 
for maintenance.  There's an old man who was born on the day it was 
opened, but he doesn't care.

&

Just because the top of the mountain is far away, doesn't mean you 
can't get there.  Just because it turns out to always be a little 
farther than you expect, doesn't mean you won't keep going and get 
there.

&

I was trying to get my computer to work.  I find that I have to use a 
floppy disk about half the time to get the thing to boot.  I'm not sure 
why it works sometimes but not other times, but I don't really question 
it because I can basically get the thing going in time to do what I'm 
doing.  It's not like any lives depend on what I'm doing on the 
computer.  Mainly I'm just making pixel art of battleships.

&

If you're not going anywhere in life, is that a bad thing?  I want to 
ask this question so many times, and have so many people ponder it 
uselessly, that we'll react to it someday in the way that people do 
when we ask "what is the meaning of life?"  

&

A grasshopper landed in my soup when I was at that one soup and salad 
restaurant over by the dentist and the blacksmith, over off by the 
plaza near the thoroughfare.

&

We sat in the boat, rocking up and down.  The ocean was far away.  We 
were on a lake on a windy day.  We wondered why we were there, and not 
back in the city.  In the city, we never thought these kinds of 
thoughts.  It's like we were made for the city, and the lake was a 
foreign, natural environment.

&

It takes me a long time to learn to trust people.  It takes me a long 
time to change the innermost structures of my brain to reflect reality. 
 The next 5 or 6 layers up can change really quickly, and maybe that's 
exactly why the bottom 2 or 3 are so resistant to change.  I've learned 
to live in a certain kind of world-representation, and so I can only 
see the world certain ways.

&

I rested in the shade of an umbrella table.  It was a long conversation 
I was having with you.  You're a good friend, but sometimes you just go 
on and on.  I like what you have to say, but it's too much.  I mean, 
what can I expect?  Nobody's perfect.  And I guess I can handle your 
imperfection.  If I make myself conform to your reality by listening to 
you, it spares me the need to establish my own reality.

&

We're singing on the plane, I've gone back to sit with you, my 
favorite friends.  We're singing softly and in practiced harmonies.  
We're creating an ambience on this airplane and we're harmonizing with 
that high-pitched sound that the airplane makes.  And it's fine.  
Nobody complains because everyone enjoys our music.  So we could keep 
on doing this, all the way to New York City.

&

/Carmen/ came to the San Diego Opera and we knew where in the city to 
go to see it, but we didn't because we didn't like opera.  Which is a 
shame, because thousands of singers practice for hours on end.

&

I sit here on the park bench, reading the newspaper.  I used to read 
the news off my tablet, but one day it started raining and I put the 
tablet away and had to go under the shade of the gazebo.  So I walked 
away from the gazebo to the bus stop, and my head got wet, and then I 
got a cold.  Reflecting on that, I thought "I could have used an 
umbrella that day.  An umbrella and a tablet are two things, though, 
and a newspaper is one thing.  I think I'll start reading the newspaper 
again."

&

People don't know what I'm talking about, half the time.  Sometimes I 
talk about abbots, but that's kind of a niche interest.  Sometimes I 
talk about mausoleum crypts, but that's kind of morbid.

&

Climbing up the side of a mountain, I spent all my time paying 
attention to not falling off and dying that I hardly realized how 
beautiful the place I'd come from was.  When I got to the top, I looked 
out over all the world, as though that had been the point of what I 
did, but if it had been, why hadn't I just climbed halfway up and 
looked out on just about as much of the view, and then circled around 
to the other side on the amiable trail at that altitude and looked out 
at just about as much of that side's view, and gone home?  But climbing 
the rockwall at the rockwall gym is less than nothing.

&

A rooster crows, feeling sure of what he has done.  A hen clucks, 
feeling that she exists, as she sits on her eggs.  A crow circles 
around my window and I wonder why it's so interested in what's going 
on inside, where I am.

I have gone through the variations one time.  How many times will I 
have to go through the variations?

&

I pulled everything off the shelf in an attempt to find what I really 
needed.  I figured I might already have what I needed, but I knew it 
wouldn't be in an obvious place.  But it's been so long since I had 
nothing that I wasn't sure that if I took all the books away, there 
might not be something written on the wall, instructions for how to 
take care of my house, or a note left by a sage, my forebear.

&

A full-fledged movie script jumped out of my desk and pinned me down.  
"YOU DON'T REALLY HAVE EMOTIONS!!!!" it screamed at me while it reached 
for a letter opener.  I grabbed it and tried to tear it in two, but it 
was too thick.  I threw it in the wastebasket and old receipts jumped 
up at me.  It was getting pretty crazy and then my co-worker came in 
and started filming it to put it online.  At that point, I realized it 
was all for the best and I let the screenplay stab me a few times, and 
the screenplay felt like it had made its point and it went back in the 
drawer.  I was kind of laughing about it with my co-worker after that 
and he was like, "That must have been quite a surprise."

&

I don't know why I summoned the eldritch horror.  I'm sorry I did 
that... forty years ago!  I'm not going to bring up the time you 
forgot to zip up your pants after you came out of the bathroom.

&

Am I losing my individuality?  That would be good except that I'm a 
writer.  If I'm a writer, I have to be good and original.  It's a lot 
of pressure.  As a consequence, everyone you read is being original, is 
being individual.  So we are all led like sheep into individuality.  
This is possible because it was cheap to mass-produce books, and it's 
only gotten cheaper with the Internet.

&

But I don't.  I put on another layer of blankets so that I don't freeze 
to death.  It's very cold out here, but only my face feels it, 
because the rest of me is so well wrapped by blankets.

&

Can I say something to someone who is dead?  What's the point?  They're 
not going to hear it.  But I will have gotten to say it.

&

There are people who are alive because they were born, and there are 
people who are alive because they haven't died yet.  But you and I have 
died many, many times.  We're sort of still alive, but we are not 
alive, and we don't even want to be alive anymore.  What do we really 
want?  To be turned into cattle, to be given our own pasture.

&

A gamma ray was once flying through space when it met a radio wave.

&

I've made it through the variations once more.  I think this is my 13th 
or 14th time.  Where am I and who am I?  When there's nothing on my 
plate, my plate is empty.

&

Urbanization was a big deal until we realized that we had been happy 
all along in nature.  Haha, just kidding, it's been 150 years at least 
since we realized that, but we're still urbanizing!  Cities are great.  
I love cities!

&

Six people and I went to the concert together.  It was a blast.  The 
Pirouettes were playing.  That's the band that has two female lead 
singers who play flutes when they're not singing, and there are two 
guys who play bass and stomp MIDI trigger shoes which create thunderous 
bass drum sounds.  It's a strange band, which is why it can win the 
attention and adulation of the seven of us, and the other 750 people in 
the room.

I got a Pirouettes shirt after the show with a $20 bill.  We stayed 
after to get autographs from the band, and they were pretty cool about 
it.  It was a good way to spend 5 hours and $50 (or $70 in my case).

&

I did some research on the Australian outback.  Did you know that there 
is a lake in the outback called Lake Disappointment?  I want a condo on 
its shore.  The Salton Sea is dying.

&

A chain-link fence separates us from each other.  You come down to the 
fence and speak to me in Spanish, and I speak to you in English.  
Someday I will know Spanish, and you will know English.  The chain link 
fence is too sturdy to be broken, too tall to be climbed, too fine to 
fit our hands through, but at least I can hear your voice, and wonder 
what's really going on in your life.

&

I sat in my room with all my trophies on the wall, all the frozen 
yogurt cups with my icy conquests written on them.  One time I had two 
liters of frozen yogurt at Metric Yogurt.  I put chocolate sprinkles on 
it.  That was May 18, 2014.

&

I try to hide in a safe place, away from the eyes of predators.  There 
aren't that many predators around, but it only takes one, or two.

&

I went to the latrine the other day.  I like to imagine what life was 
like in ancient San Diego, when the Phoenicians had a trading post 
here.  I'm pretty glad that Alonzo E. Horton tore down the idolatrous 
Phoenician ruins so that San Diegans would not have the idolatry of the 
past glory of the human race to tempt them away from being Americans.  
But the latrines remain, just as it should be, although no one uses 
them because flush toilets are a better idea, generally.

&

If you take the time to get to know me, you'll see that I'm exactly 
like everyone else.  I'm only superficially interesting.  When you 
really get to know people, all you see is that they're human beings.  
If you can be interested in a person when you really know them, you can 
be interested in anyone.

&

I got in my car and drove to Phoenix.  It was really hot there.  So 
then I went to Flagstaff.  It was nice there.  Then I went to the Grand 
Canyon.  It was pretty nice at the top, but when I got to the canyon 
bottom, it was hot again.  Why can't I make up my mind?

&

One time I was eating a navel orange.  I looked at the navel and 
thought, "I could eat that."  So I did.  Then I thought, "I could eat 
the rind, too."  So I ate that too.  I wondered how many other things I 
could eat.  But I decided that long ago I had moved beyond the stage of 
putting everything in my mouth.

&

If someone were able to tell me my future, would I even be able to 
believe them if I wanted to?  Maybe, if they explained everything 
carefully.  But maybe not.

&

Writers are supposed to write 4 hours a day, every day.  Is this so 
that they can get books written?  Pah!  No.  It's so that they can be 
sucked into the undertow of eternity.

&

I think we're going to have a bumper crop this year.  We're going to 
work really hard.  Too bad everyone else will too, so we won't make any 
more money.  And a bunch of people will buy our tomatoes at lower cost 
and think it's funny to throw them away without eating them.

&

I'm carefully adjusting the sight on my pellet gun.  If I get it wrong, 
I might not hit my target.  So it is with my eyes.  If I don't look 
with them carefully, I might never make it to my destination.

&

I was doing some jumping jacks the other day... why don't we call them 
jumping jills?  Or jumping stars?  I like jumping stars.  That's more 
inclusive, because we are all stars on the stage of life.

&

Okay, so I could stop and smell the roses.  I pretty much know what 
roses smell like.  There are other flowers, though, but I don't know 
what to call them.

&

A giant tiger runs through the town, causing us all to hide in our 
houses.  What does the tiger want?  It wants the very best, and will 
refuse to consume most of us because of our inferiority.  And then the 
tiger will run out of things and curl up in the street, too good to 
live.

&

Is it possible to love another person?  I think it's possible.  I might 
have done that on one or two occasions.

&

I sat in the guest room, counting up all the letters I got while I had 
been back at home.  I like to answer my mail once a year, in a cabin in 
the woods in an undisclosed location in Montana.

&

I'm trying to say something to you, but I can barely even think of you. 
 It's like, in my head, there's some kind of address for you.  If I 
have your address in my address book, then I can begin to write a 
letter to you.  Your address is a representation of your actual house, 
that beautiful palace of you.

&

I was playing the woodblocks, and someone I barely knew was playing tom 
toms, there we were at the park, playing in our glorious afternoon 
emptiness drum circle.

&

Some days, you just show up.  You just punch your card, and get 
absorbed in the truth and in your work, and forget that other people 
exist.  Other days, you just show up, you punch your card, and you 
think about literally anything but work, while forcing yourself to work 
the whole time, and so it is when you go home to your friends or 
family.  Other days you go to work and you get really stressed out, and 
you want to quit on the spot, but you keep going.  Other days, when you 
go to work, there's a power outage and all your coworkers complain and 
leave except you and that other guy, because neither of you have any 
real reason to do anything.

&

If someone comes up to you and wants to talk to you, it's polite to 
acknowledge them.  I acknowledge people who come up and talk to me, 
once they have gotten my attention.  And then I go back to work, and 
they need to go back to their lives.

&

If I made a mistake, would you catch it?  Or would you let me keep 
going in it?  Would you want me to do the right thing no matter what 
the cost, or would you want me to figure things out for myself and 
organically grow to do what was right?

&

But who cares about all that?  I am able to fly, and I love to fly.  I 
am a bird, finally, free.

&

We were gathered at the conference in the memory of the great 
philosopher David Hume.  David Hume died, you know.

&

I cried a little bit when I saw you.  You were a sight for sore eyes.  
My eyes weren't sore, but you were also a sight for a sad mind and a 
tired heart.

&

I got on a train that led from downtown all the way to Los Angeles.  
And from Los Angeles, the whole world was open to me.  I got 
overwhelmed with indecision and took the train back to downtown San 
Diego.

&

But what if I really loved my work, the way that counter-cultural guy 
loved life?  Then, I wouldn't be paid for my work, just as he is not 
paid for living his life.  Love is its own reward.

&

We paused to take a break under the oak tree.  We let the breeze blow 
on us.  Before, we kept telling the breeze "Not now, maybe later."  But 
now we just let the breeze come our way, and the breeze was happy, and 
we were happy.

&

My feet encased in weighted shoes, I tried walking to the bus stop.  
I've taken up the discipline of extreme bus usage.  I'm trying to 
become stronger, because if I'm stronger, I will have accomplished 
something, and it will help me feel good, as I live in relative leisure 
and absolute material prosperity.

&

I'm tired of my shtick and I'm sure some other people are too.  But 
their shticks are no better.  You still listen to me, which is nice.  I 
want the truth, but I wonder if what I think is the non-shtick truth is 
just more shtick after all.  Maybe my current shtick is the best I can 
do, after all.

&

Sixteen minutes of fame passed by, and it was pretty embarrassing.  I 
was the guy who proposed to his girlfriend at the baseball game and she 
made a funny face and said no.  And exactly sixteen minutes later the 
home team made a triple play.

&

If we can try out the right thing for long enough, we don't have to do 
the wrong thing.  That's the good thing about good things, that they 
take up space in our schedules.

&

Venus hands me the first installment of my paycheck which will cause me 
to do work on this problem of figuring out the 'death of God', insofar 
as it relates to my master, the prince.  I count the sweet, sweet 
guilders and feel a wave of pleasure come over me, and I assure her, my 
half-heart won, that I will do my very best to make her wishes come 
true.

I come back down the hill to the boat, the pilot having vanished into 
thin air, and row myself back to the main part of the city.

&

Graceful people dance across the front lawn of our apartment complex.  
We follow them outside and follow them wherever they lead.

&

A crow landed on me, which was strange.  Birds in general don't nest in 
my hair.  Why is that?  Little bugs run away from me.  I feel kind of 
insulted that I never get flea bites.

&

While crazy from werelungworms, I have really awful headaches.  I can 
hear the thousands of them somehow stuck in my head, thousands of 
people.  Huh, I have my own nation.  Maybe I can do something with 
this.  Probably not, though.

&

The setting sun does an even better job lighting up the sky.  Does it 
care?  No.  The sun totally wrapped up in its own self-combustion.

&

I worked on laughing so I could get some laugh lines on my face.  You 
can't fake those.

&

If anyone tells you a lie, realize it.  And then bop them on the nose 
and say, "That's a lie, go wash your mouth out with soap and water."  
That's my prescription for world peace.

&

My young life ended.  Woe is me.  My old life became young to me as I 
entered into it.  Or maybe this is just a relic of my immaturity.

&

I have somehow gotten through the variations for the 17th or 18th time. 
 At this rate, I'll make it to Mars.  How many more times will I go 
this way?  I don't know, but I do know that every season in life has an 
ending, and some may know how to determine their seasons for 
themselves, in keeping with what makes sense.  But for me, the seasons 
come like the true beginning of winter, which comes, just, when it does.

I can pause a little bit to rest, and eat my peanut butter sandwich, 
which always and only tastes good when I go out on these long walks.  I 
have a view of a valley right now, and I wonder when people will 
discover it and overrun it and then come to understand that they don't 
need it and leave it.  I can feel a breeze on my face, and I can feel 
the sun on me, and I know that I will die of skin cancer someday, but 
I'll die less soon if I go on and find some place in the shade, so I 
get up and go 100 meters up the road to where there is shade.  Little 
flies are in this shade, but I let them fly in my face, because they 
have their place in the world as much as I do.

&

A caravan arrived from the east carrying a box full of who knows what, 
as well as 19 other camels' backs of precious spices.  I didn't think 
any of it went with my dinner that night, so I said, "No thanks", and 
they went on their way.  I am curious about what was in that box.  I 
would have paid a little bit to see that.

&

But seriously... Individuality's great... don't throw your shoes at 
me... Say, have you ever heard the one about the chiropractor and the 
orthodontist? ... ... ...

&

I'm not sure what got me started the other day, but by the time I 
realized what I was doing, I was ranting in front of literally everyone 
in the room.  They all fell silent as I went on and on about the 
injustice that the term on copyrights had been extended again, from 50 
to 75 years after the creator's death.  But then I calmed down a little 
bit and came to my senses.  It wasn't that bad.  It wasn't like they 
were going to extend it again after that.  Corporate America would be 
satisfied with what they had.

&

I'm pretty sure nobody got hurt when the house burned down, but then 
I'm not sure how to measure that.  Maybe somebody's lungs got stressed 
by the smoke and now they're sick.

&

I was at a rest stop on the way to Tucson and I was really tired and 
buzzed out from being behind the wheel and having had all that coffee, 
so I went into the bathroom and did my business and splashed water on 
my face.  This was the first time I ever tried splashing water on my 
face, and you know what?  It's actually pretty nice.  You should try it 
sometime.

&

I was going to tell you something about a leprechaun that was meant to 
make you laugh, but I don't remember what it was anymore.  Suddenly I 
disappear and stop talking to you!

&
